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To Her GRACE the 


Dutcheſs of Montague. 


MADAM, 


HIS Tragedy, which I do my 
ſelf the Honour to dedicate to 


Your Grace, is formed upon 
u Original, which paſſes for the moſt 
liſhed Piece in this kind of writing, 
- on ever been produced 5 85 
french Language. The principal Acti- 
du and main Diſtreſs of the Play is of 
ach a Nature, as ſeems more immedi- 
rely to claim the Patronage of a Lady: 
and, when I conſider the great and 
living Characters of Antiquity, that 
re celebrated in it, I am naturally di- 
red to inſcribe it to a Perſon, whoſe 
lluſtrious father has, by a long Series 
| A 2 of 


DEDICATTON. 


of glorious Actions, (for the Service 
of his Country, and in defence of the |! 
Liberties of Europe) not only ſurpaſſed | A. 
the Generals of his own Time, but e. c 
qualled the greateſt Heroes of former 
Ages. The Name of Hector could not 
be more terrible to the Greeks, than 
that of the Duke of Marlborough has 
been to the French. 


The refined taſte You are known to 
have in all Entertainments for the Di. | 
verſion of the Publick, and the pecu- 
liar Life and Ornament Your Preſence 

ives to all Aſſemblies, was no ſmall 
otive to determine me in the Choice 
of my Patroneſs. The Charms, that 
ſhine out in the Perſon of Your Grace, 
may convince every one, that there is 
nothing unnatural in the Power, which 
is aſcribed to the Beauty of Andre 
mache. 


The ſtrit Regard I have had to De- 
ere N good Manners throughout 
this Work is the greateſt Merit Ln 

ren 


"—DEDICATION. 


uad to plead in Fayour of my Preſu 
ry non; and is, I am ſenſible, the dy 


Ted | Argument that can recommend it moſt 
e. equally ro Your Protection. 


ner lam with the greateſt Reipect, 


MaDaAM, 


| 
i 
i 
U 
| 
1 
| 


Tour Grace's moſt Hum ie 


dice and moſt Obedient Servant. 


Ambr. Philips. 


PREFACE. |* 


N all the works of genius and invention, whe- 
| ther in verſe or proſe, there are in general 


but three Manners of ſtyle ; the one ſublime 

and ful] of majeſty ; the other ſimple, natu- 

ral, and eaſie; and the third, ſwelling, forced, and un- 
natural, An injudicious Affectation of Sublimity is 
what has betrayed a great many authors into the 
latter; not conſidering that real greatneſs in writing, 
as well as in manners, conſiſts in an unaffected fim- 
plicity. The true fublime does not lie in ſtrained Me · 
taphors and the pomp of words; but riſes out of ne- 
ble ſentiments and ſtrong images of nature; which 
will always appear the more conſpicuous, when the 
language does not ſwell to hide and overſhadow them, 
Theſe are the conſiderations, that have induced me 
to write this tragedy in a ſtyle very different from what 
has been uſually praiſed amongſt us in poems of 
this nature. I have had the advantage to copy after 
very r Maſter, whoſe writings arc deſervedly ad- 
mired in all parts of Europe, and whoſe excellencics 
are too well known to the men of letters in this ns 
tion, to ſtand in need of any further diſcovery of 
them here. If I have been able to keep up to the 
beauties of Monficur Racine in my attempt, and to do 
him no prejudice in the Liberties I have taken frequent 
ly to vary from ſo great a poet, I ſhall have no reaſon 
to be diſſatisfied with the labour it has coſt racks 
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wing the compleateſt ot his works upon the Engli/l 


1 trouble my reader no farther, than to give 
kim Tome ſhort hints relating to this play from the 
preface of the French author. The tollo wing lincs 
of Virgil mark out the ſcene, the action, and the four 
rincipal actors in this tragedy, together with their 


filin& characters; excepting chat of Hermione, Hofe 


nge and jealouſie is ſufficiently painted out in the 
Andromache of Euripides. 


Littoraque Fpiri legimus, portuque ſulimus 

Chaonio, & celſam Buthroti aſcendimus urlem 

Sollemnes tum forte dates, & triſtia dena 

Libabat cineri Andromache, Maneſque vocal at 

Hefloreum ad tumulum, viridi quem ceſpire inan 

Et geminas, cauſam lachry mis, ſacraverat aras 

Dejecit vultum, & demiſſa voce locuta et: 

0 Felix una ante alias Priameia virgo. 

Hoftilem ad tumulum, Troja ſub manibus altis 

Juſſa mort ! que ſortitus non pertulit ullos, 

Nec wiftorts * tetigit cattiva cubile, 

Nos patria incenſa, diverſa per æquora vectæ, 

Strpis Achilles faſius, Juvenemque ſuperbum 

Servitto9 enixa tulimus, qui deinde ſecutus 

Ledeam Hermienem, Lacedemonioſque I ymenac - - 

Aſt illum erepte magno inflammatus amore 

Conjugis, © ſcelerum furiis agitatus Oreſtes 

Excipit Incautum patriaſque obiruncat ad aras. 
Virg. An. lib. 3. 


The great concern of Aadromache, in tlic Greek Port, 
sfor the life of Moloſſus, a ſon ſhe had by Pyrrbys, Hut 
tis more conformable to the general notion we fur im 
of that princeſs, at this great diſtance of time, to rep: c- 
ent her as the diſconſolate widow of Hector, and to ſup- 
pole her the mother only ot A, yanax. Conſidered in 
light, no doubt, ſhe moves our compaſſion much 
more effectually, than ſhe could be imagined to do in 

Wy diſtreſs for a ſon by a ſecond husband. 
A'a In 
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The PREFACE. 
In order to bring about this beautiful incident, ſo 
neceſſary to heighten in Andromache the chatacter of a 
render mother, an affectionate wife, and a widow full of 
veneration for the memory of her deceaſed husband; 
the life of Aſtyanax is indeed a little prolonged beyond 
the term fixed to it by the general conſent of the ancient 
authors. But ſo long as there is nothing improbable in 
rhe ſuppoſition, a judicious critick will always be pleaſ. 
ed, when he finds a matter of fact (eſpecially ſo far re. 
moved into the dark and fabulous ages) falfified, for the 
Embelliſhment of a whole Poem. | 


P R O- 


PROLOGUE, 
Written by Mr. STE ELE. 


NN of it ſelf is looſe and vain, 
The wiſe by rules that airy power reſtrain : 
They think thoſe writers mad, who at their eaſe 
Convey this houſe and audience where they pleaſe 3 
Who nature's ſtated diſtances confound, 

And make this ſpot all ſoils the ſun goes round : 

u nothing, when a fancy'd ſcene's in view, 

To chip from Covent-Garden to Peru. 

But Shakeſpear's ſelf tranſgreſs'd ; and ſhall each elf, 
Each pigmy genius, quote great Sheakſpear*s ſelf ! 
What critick dares preſcribe what's juſt and fit, 
Or mark out limits for ſuch boundleſs wit 
Shakeſpear could travel thro' earth, ſea and air, 
And paint out all the powers and wonders there. 
In barren deſarts he makes nature ſmile, 
Aud gives us feaſts in his enchanted ifle, 

Our author does his feeble ſorce confeſs, 
Nor dare: pretend ſuch merit to tran; 1 


Does not ſuch ſhining gifts of genius 
Aud therefore makes propriety his care. 


lourgreat with ſtudy'd decency he ſerves ; 
Xi only rules of time and place preſerves, 
but ſrives to keep his characters intire, 
ub French correfneſs and with Britiſh fre. 
This piece preſented in a foreign tongue, 
When France was glorious, and her monarch young, 
4 buedrel times a crowded audience drew; 
4 hundred times repeated, fill *rwas new. 


A x Pyrrhus 


| PROLOGUE. 
'Pyrrhus provok'd, to no wild rants betray'd. 

12 bis gemerons love ſo ill repay'd; * ; 

Does like a man reſent, 4 prince upbraid. 

His ſentiments diſcloſe a royal mii, 

Nor is he known a king from guards behind. 
Injur d Hermione demands relief; 

But not from heavy narratives of grief : 

In concious majeſty ber pride is ſhewn ; 

Born to avenge her wrongs, but not bemoan. 
Andromache—— If m our author's lines, 

As in the great original, ſhe ſhines, 

Nothing but ſrom barbarity ſhe fears. 

Attend with ſilence ; you'll applaud with tears. 


Dramatis 
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IS 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
XE N. 


Yrrhus, the Son of Achilles, and King of Epirus, in 
love with Andromache, but betrothed to Hermione. 


Phoenix, Counſellor to Pyrrhus. 


Oreſtes, the Son of Agamemnon, Ambaſſador from the 
Greeks to Pyrrhus, in Love with Hermione, 


Pylades, Friend to Oreſtes, ſeparated ſrom him in a 


Storm, driven on the Coaſis of Epirus, and detained 
by contrary Winds in the Court of Pyrrhus. 


WOMEN. 


Andromache, HeQor's Widow, Captive to Pyrrhus, 
and Mother to Aſtyanax. 


Cephiſa, Confidant to Andromache. 


Hermione, Dazghter to Menelaus and Helen, betrothed 
to Pyrrhus. 


Cleone, Confidant to Hermione. 
Attendants to Pyrrhus and Oreſtes. &c. 


The SCENE, à great Hall in the 
Court of Pyrrhus at Buthrotos, the 
Capital City of Epirus. 

THE 


a 
d 


| 


Diſtreſt Mo ther. 


er IL SCENS E 
Enter Oreſtes and Pylades. 


ORESTES. 


I Pylades ! What's life without a friend! 
Art fight of thee my gloomy ſoul clears 

| up; 

My hopes revive, and gladneſi dawns 

. < r Uichin me. K 

After an abſence of fix tedious moons, 

How could I hope to find my Pylades, 

My joy, my comfort! on this fatal ſhore ? 

hen in the court of Pyrrhus ? in theſe realms, 

Theſe hated realms, ſo croſs to all my wiſhes. 


| Oh, my brave friend] may no blind ſtroke of fate 
| Vide us more, and tear me from my ſelt. 


Pyl. O prince! O, my Oreftes ! O my friend! 
Thus let me ſpeak the welcome of my heart. 
(Embracing. 
iaceT have gain'd this unexpected meeting, 
bleſt be the powers, who barr'd my way to Greece, 
lad kept me here! e er fince ch unhappy day, 


when 
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When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder'd our barks on the loud, ſtormy main. 
Oreſt. It was, indeed, a — full of horror! 
Pyl. A thouſand boading cares have rack'd my ſoul 
In your behalf, Often, with tears, I mourn'd 
The fatal ills, in which your life's involv'd ; 
And grudg'd your dangers, which I could not ſhare, 
I fear'd, to what extreams the black deſpair, 
That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray'd you; 
And leſt the Gods, in pity to your woes, 
Should hear your pray'rs, and take the life you loatud. 
But now with joy I ſce you ! — The retinue — 
And numerous follo wers, that ſurround you here, 
Speak better fortuncs, and a mind diſpos d 
To reliſh life. 
Oref. Alas! my friend, who knows 
The deſtiny, to which I ſtand reſetv'd 
I come in ſearch of an inhuman fair; 
And live or dye, as ſhe decrees my fate. 
Pyl. You much ſurprize me, prince! - I thought 
you cur'd 
Of your unpity d, unſucceſsful paſſion. 
Why, in Epirus, ſhou'd you hope to find 
Hermione leſs cruel, than at Sparta ? 
I thought her pride, and the diſdainful manner, 
In which the treated all your conſtant ſuff rings, 
Had broke your fetters, and aſſur'd your freedom: 
Alham'd of your repulſe, and ſlighted vows, 
You hated her; you talk'd of her no more. 
Prince, you deceiv'd me. 
Oy eſt. Tdeceiv'd my ſelf. 
Do not upbraid th* unhappy man, that loves thee. 
Thou know'ſt, I never hid my paſſion from thee : 
Thou ſa w ſt it in it's birth, and in its progreſs. 
And when at laſt the hoary king, her father, 
Great Menelaus, gave away his daughter, 
His lovely daughter, to this happy Pyrrhus, 
Th' avenger of his wrongs; thou ſaw'ſ my grict, 
My torture, my defpair; and how I dragg'd, 
From ſea to ſea, a heavy chain of wocs. 


Wd, 


| Imade my friends, and even my ſelf, believe 
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0, ladet! my heart has bled within me, 
Toſee thee, preſt with ſorrows not thy own, 
cl wandring with me, like a baniſh'd man; 
— anxious for thy wretched friend, 
Totemper the wild tranſports of my mind, 
ul fave me from my felf. 
pyl. Why thus unkind ? 
| Why will you envy me the pleaſing tasks 
(fgenerous love and ſympathizing friend(hip ? 
Orefs. Thou miracl- oC mud, ' bur hear me on 
When, in the midſt of my diſaſtrous fate, 
luought, how the divine Hermione, 
defto my vows, regardleſs of my plaints, 
Gareup her ſelf in all her charms, to Pyrrbus; 
Thou may ſt remember, I abhor'd her name, 
(trove to torget her, and repay her ſcorn. 


My ſoul was freed. Alas ! I did not ſee, 
Thatall the malice of my heart was love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive ſtill, 
a Greece I landed : and in Greece I found 
I aſembled princes all alarm'd with fears, 
i which their common ſafery feem'd concern'd. 
in d them: for I hop'd that war and glory 
Mihtfill my mind, and take up all my thoughts; 
And, that my ſhattet d ſoul, impair'd with griet, 
Vicembre, would reaſſume irs wonted vigour, 
ev ry idle paſſion quit my breaſt. 

i The — was worthy Agamemnon's ſon, 

Ore. Burſce the ſtrange perverſeneſs of my ftars, 
Mich throws me on the rock I trove to ſhun ! 
The jealous chicfs, and all the ſtates of Greece, 
Ir one united voice, complain of Pyrrhus ; 
Tat now, forgetful of the promiſe given, 
ad mindleſs of his god-like father's fate, 

he nurſes in his court; 
nax, the young, ſurviving hope 
2 Troy; Aſiyanax, deſcended 
along race of kings; great Hector's ſon. 

N A name til} dreadful in the ears of Greece / 


Bur, 
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But, prince, you'll ceaſe ro wonder, why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court of Pyrrhus, 
When you ſhall hear, the bright 4 
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpoſe - 
The mother's beauty guards the helpleſs fon, 

W Your tale confirms what I have heard; and 

ence 
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival woo's 
Another partner to his throne and bed, 
Nermione may ſtill be mine Her farher, 
The injur'd Menelass, thinks already 
His daughter ſlighted, and th' intended nuptials 
Too long delay'd. I heard his loud complaints 
With ſecret pleaſure ; and was glad to fin 
Th' ung rateful maid neglected in her turn, 
And all my wrongsaveng'd in her 2 

Pyl. Oh, may you keep your juſt reſentments war? 

Oreſt. Reſentmeuts ? Oh my friend, too ſoon If 
They grew not out of hatred : I'm berray'd.. « 
I practiſe on my ſelf; and fondly plot | 
My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 

I canvaſs'd all the ſuftrages of Greece; 
And here I come their {worn ambaſſador, 
To ſpeak their jealouſies, and claim this boy. 

Pyl. Pyrrhus will treat your embaſſy with ſcorn. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted fire, 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headſtrong, fierce; 
Made up of paſſions : will he then be ſway'd, 

And give to death the ſon of her he loves: 

Oreſt. Oh, would he render up Hermionc, 
And keep Aſtyanax; I ſhould be bleſt ! 

He muſt ; he ſhall : Hermione is my life, 

My ſoul, my rapture! — I'll no longer curb 
The ſtrong defire, that hurries me to madneſs : 
I'll give a looſe to love; I'll bear her hence 
I'll tear her from his arms, I'll — O, ye gods! 
Give me Hermione; or let me die — 

But, tell me Pylades; how ſtand my hopes? 
Is Pyrrhus ſtill enamour'd with her charms ? 


Or do'ſt thou think, he'll yield me up the prize, 


The 
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Thedear, dear prize which he has raviſh'd from me! 
Pyl, I dare not flatter your fond hopes ſo far. 

The king indeed, cold to the Spartan princels, 

Turns all his paſſion to Andromache, 

Heftor's aflited widow. But in vain, 

Withinter-woven love and rage, he ſues 

Thecharming captive, obſtinately cruel. 

Ok he alarms her for her child, confin'd 

kpart; and, when her tears begin to flow, 

M ſoon he ſtops them, and recalls his threats. 

Hermione a thouſand times has ſeen 

Kisill-required vows return to her; 

And takes his indignation all for love. 

What can be gather*'d from a man ſo various? 

He may, in the diſorder of his ſoul, 

Wed her, he hates; and puniſh her, he loves. 
Ort. But, tell me, how the wrong'd Hermione 


Irooks her low nuprials, and diſhonour'd charms? 
yl. Hermione would fain be thought to ſcorn 


Her wavering lover, and diſdain his talſhood ; 

Bur, ſpight ot all her pride, and conſcious beauty, 

de mourns in ſecret her neglected charms ; 

had oft has made me privy to her tears: 

| Sill threatens to be gone; yer ſtill ſhe ſtays; 

lud ſomerimes ſighs, and wiſhes for Oreſtes. 

_— were thoſe wiſhes trom her heart, my 


I 
la iy in tranſport [ Flouriſh within. 
Hl. Hear! — The king approaches 
Togive you audience. Speak your embaſſy 
| Vithout reſerve: urge the demands of Greece ; 
lad in the name of al her kings require, 
That Heffor's ſon be given into your hands. 
Hyrbus, inſtead of granting what they ask, 
lo ſpeed his love, and win the Trojan dame, 
make it merit to preſerve her ſon. 
ki, ſee; he comes! 
Oreſt, Mean while, my Pylades, 
, ind diſpoſe Hermione to ſee 
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Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himſelf in all his ſorrows at her feet. 


Oreſtes, Pyrrhus and Phenix. 


Oreſt. Before I ſpeak the meſſage of the Greeks, 
Permit me, Sir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambaſſador ; — I behold 
Troy's vanquiſher, and great Achilles ſon. 
Nor does the {on riſe ſhort of ſuch a father: 
It Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
Bur, what your father never would have done, 
You do. You cheriſh the remains of Troy ; 
And, by an ill-rimed pity, keep alive 
The dying embers of a ten-years war. 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the mighty Hector? 
The Greeks remember his high-biandiſh'd ſword, 
That fll'd their ſtates with widows and with orphans; 
For which they call fur VEngeance on his ſon, 
Who knows what he may one day prove? who know 
But he may brave us in our ports; and, fill'd 
With Hector's fury, ſet our Daa on blaze? 
You may, your ſelf, live to repent your my 
Comply, then, with the Grecian: juſt demands: 
Satiate their vengeance, and preſerve your ſelf. 

Pyr. The Greeks are for my ſafety more concern'd 
Than I deſire. I thought your kings were met 
On more important councils. When I heard 
The name of their ambaſſador, I hop'd 
Some glorious enterprize was taking birth. 


Is Agamemnon's ſon diſpatch'd for this? | 


And do the Grecian chicfs, renown'd in war, 

A race of heroes, join in cloſc debate, 

To plot an infant's death > — what right has Greece 
To ask his life > muſt I, muſt I alone, 

Of all her ſcepter'd warriors, be deny'd 

To treat my captives as I pleaſe ? know, prince, 
When Troy lay ſmoaking on the ground, and each 
Proud victor ſhar'd the harveſt ot the war 3 


| 


4d 


| hiſs 
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| and this her ſon were mine ; 
Vere mine by lot: and who ſhall wreſt them from me? 
bore away old Priam's queen; * 
4 was your own great father's prize: 
Did I concern my ſelf in what they won? 
hid Iſend embaſſies to claim their captives? 
Oreff. But, Sir, we fear, for you and for our ſelves, 
| Troyanay again revive, and a new Hettor 
kein A Hyanax. Then think betimes 
pyr. Let daſtard ſouls be timorouſly wiſe : 
Burtell them, Pyrrhus knows not how to form 
far-fancy'd ills, and dangerous out of fight. 
ont. Sir, call to mind th* unrivall'd ſtrength of Tro; 
Her walls, ber bulwarks, and ber gates of braſs ; 
Her Kings, her heroes and embattel'd armies ! 
Pyr. I call them all to mind; and ſee them all 
Confus'd in duſt ; all mix'd in one wide ruin; 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. 
What vengeance can we fear from ſuch a Troy ? 
If they have ſworn t' extinguiſh Hector's race, 
Why was their vow for twelve long months deferr'd ? 
Why was he not in Priam's boſom ſlain ? 
le mould have fall'n —_— the flaughter'd heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been juſt, 
| When age and infancy, alike in vain, 
Pleaded their weakneſs 3 when the heat of conqueſt, 
And horrors of the ſight, rouz'd all our rage, 
And blindly hurry'd us through ſcenes of death. 
My fury then was without bounds : but now, 
My wrath appcas'd, muſt l be cruel till ? 


| And, deaf to all the tender calls of pity, 


like a cool murderer, bathe my hands in blood? 
Aninfant's blood : — no, prince — go, bid the Greeks 
Mark out ſome other victim; my revenge 
Has had its fill. What has eſcap'd from Troy 
dall not be ſav d to periſh in Epirus. 
Oreft. I need not tell you, Sir, Afyanax 
Vas doom'd to death in Troy; nor mention how 
The crafty mother ſav'd her darling ſon. 
The Greeks do now but urge their former ſentence : 


Nor 


oo 
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Nor is't the boy, but Hector they purſue ; 
The father draws their vengeance on the ſon : 
The father, who ſo oft in Grecian blood | 
Has drench'd his ſword : the father, whom the Greeks 
May ſeck even here. — prevent them, Sir, in time. 
Pyr. No! let them come; ſince | was born to wage 
Eternal wars, Let them now turn their arms 
On him, who conquer'd'for them: let them come, 
And in Epirus ſeek another Troy. 
*'T was thus they recompens'd my god-like ſire ; 
Thus was Achilles thank'd: but, prince, remember, 
Their black ingratitude then coſt them dear. 
Oreſt. Shall Greece then find a rebel ſon in Pyrrkus? | 
Pyr. Have I then conquer'd to depend on Greece? 
Oreſt. Hermione will {way your ſoul. to peace, 
And mediate *twixt her father and your ſelf: 
Her beauty will enforce my embaſhe. 
Pyr. Hermione may have her charms; and I 
May love her ſtill, tho* not her father's ſlave. 
I may in time give proofs, that I'm a lover; 
f forget, that I'm a king. 


But never mu 
Mean while, Sir, you may ſee fair Helen's daughter: 
I know how near in blood you ſtand ally'd. 

That done, you have my anſwer, prince. The Greek: 
No doubt expect your quick return. 


SCENE III. 
Pyrtrhus, Phœnix. 


Phen. Sir, do you ſend your rival to the princeſs? 
Pyr. I'm told, that he has lov'd her long. 

Phan, If fo, 

Hare you not cauſe to fear the ſmother d flame | 
May kindle at her fight, and blaze anew ? 
And ſhe be wrought to liſten to his paſſion. 

Pyr. Ab, let them, Phenix, let them love their fill: 
Let them go hence; let them depart together; 
Together let them ſail for Sparta: all my ports 
Are open to them both. From what conſtraint, 
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futter my hopes ſo far, as to believe 
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Whatirkſome thought ſhould I be then relicy'd : 
Phen. Bur, Sir 
pyr. I ſhall another time, good Phenix, 

Unboſom to thee all my thoughts — for, ſee, 


Andramache appears. - 
SCENE IV. 1 
Pyrrhus, Andromache, Cephiſa. 

Pyr. May I, madam, 


You come to ſeek me here? 

Andr. This way, Sir, leads 
Tothoſe apartments, where you guard my ſon. 
Since you permit me, once a day, to viſit 
All I have left of Hector, and of Troy 
1 weep a few ſad moments with him. 
have not yet, to day, cmbrac'd my child; 
Ihave not held him in my widow'd arms. 

Pyr. Ah, madam! ſhould the threats of Greece prevail 
You'll have occaſion for your tears, indeed 

And, Alas! what threats ? what can alarm the Greeks? 
There are no Trojans left. 

Pyr. Their hate to Hector bs 
Can never die: the terror of his name 
Still ſhakes their ſouls ; and makes them dread his ſon. 

Andr. A mighty honour for victorious Greece 
To fear an infant; a poor friendleſs child 
Who [miles in bondage: nor yer knows himſelf 
The ſon of Hector, and the ſlave of Pyrrbus. 

Pyr. Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life; 
And ſend no leſs than Agamemnon's ſon, 
To fetch him hence. 

Andr. And, Sir, do you comply 
Wich ſuch demands ! — this blow is aim'd at me 
How ſhould the child avenge his ſlaughter'd fire : 
But, cruel men! they will not have him live 
Tochear my heavy heart, and caſe my bonds. 
promis d ro my ſelf in him a ſon, 

I him a friend, a husband and a father. 
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But I muſt ſuffer ſorrow heap'd on ſorrow ; 
And till the = —_ muſt come from you, 

Dr oſe tears: I muſt not ſee you 
. I have rejected their demands. TIT 
The Greeks already threaten me with war : 

Bur, ſhould they arm, as once they did for Helen, 

— ro the Adriatick —— flects l 
ould they prepare a ſecond ten · years ſiege, 

And lay my — and palaces in duſt; V 

I am determin'd to defend your ſon 

And rather die my ſelf, than give him up. 

Bur, madam, in the midſt of all cheſe dangers, 

Will you refuſe me a propitious ſmile ? 

Hared of Greece,and preft on every fide, 

Let me not, madam, while I fight your cauſe, 

Let me not combat with your cruelties; 

And count Andromache among my foes. 

Andr. Conſider, Sir, how this will ſound in Greet! 
How can ſo great a ſoul berray ſuch weakneſs? 

Let not men ſay, ſo generous a defi 
Was but the tranſport of a heart in love. 

Pyr. Your charms will juſtife me to the world. 

Andr. How can Andromache, a caprive queen, 
O'er-whelm'd with grief, a burden to her ſelf, 
Harbour a thought of love? alas! what charms 
Have theſe unhappy eyes, by you condemn'd 
To weep for ever ? talk of it No more. 
To reverence the misfortunes of a foe; 

To ſuccour the diſtreſt ; to give the ſon 

To an afflicted mother: to repel 
Confederate uations, leagu'd againſt his life; 
Unbrib'd by love, unterrify'd by threats, 

To pity, to protect him: theſe are cares, 
Theſe are exploits worthy Achilles lon. 

Pyr. Will your reſentments, then, endure for ever! 
Muſt Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? tis true, 
My ſword has often reck'd in Phrygian blood, 

And carry'd havock through your royal kindred : 
But you, fair princeſs, amply have aveng'd & 
Old Priam's vanquiſh d houſe : and all the woes, 


r! 
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t on them, fall ſhort of what I ſuffer. 
ye both have ſuffer d in our turns: and now 
Our common foes ſhould teach us to unite. 
Andr. Where does the captive not behold a foe : 
pyr. Forget that term of hatred ; and bchold 
4 friend in Pyrrhus ! give me but to hope, 
[ll free your ſon ; I'll be a father to him: 
Myſelf will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 
i go in Perſon to chaſtiſe the Greeks, 
for your wrongs and mine, inſpired by you, 
What would I not atchieve ? again ſhall Troy 
Riſe from its aſhes : this right arm ſhall fix 
Her ſeat of empire; and your ſon ſhall reign. 
Andr. Such dreams of greatneſs ſuit not my conditton: 
His hopes of empire periſh'd with his father. 
No; thou imperial city, ancient Troy, 
Thou pride of Aſia, founded by the 5 
Never, oh never ! muſt we hope to 2 
Thoſe bul warks riſe, which Nectar could not guard! — 
Sr, all I wiſh for, is Ionic quiet exile ; 
Where far from Greece remov d, and far from you, 
| may conceal my ſon, and mourn my husband. 
our love ercates my envy. oh, return! 
keturn to your betroth'd Hermione. (nor ; 
Pyr, Why do you mock me thus? you know, I can- 
You know my heart is yours: my ſoul hangs on you: 
Io take up every wiſh : me waking thoughts, 
And nightly dreams are all employ'd on you. 
Tu true, Hermione was ſent to ſhare 
Mythrone and bed ; and would with tranſport h 
The rows, which you negleR. | 
Audr. She has no Troy, 
No Heftor to lament : ſhe has not loſt 
4 by your conqueſts : ſuch a husband 
(Tormenting thought ! ) whoſe death alone has made 
Tour fire immortal: Pyrrbus and Achilles 
lie both grown great by my calamities. 
®xr. Madam, tis well! tis very well! 1 find, 
Your will muſt be obey'd : imperious captive, 
ihall. henceforth I blot you from my mind: 


You 
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You teach me to forget your charms ; to 
For, know, inhuman beauty, I have >= ht 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 
Think well upon it: my diſorder'd ſoul 
Wavers between th extreams of love and rage. 
I've been too tame! I will awake to vengeance ! 
The ſon ſhall anſwer for the mother's ſcorn. 
The Greeks demand him: nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleaſure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr. Then he muſt die! alas, my ſon muſt die! 
He has no friend, no ſuccour left, beſide 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pyr. Go, madam ; viſit this unhappy ſon. 
The fight of him may bend your ſtubborn heart ; 
And turn to ſoftneſs your unjuſt diſdain. 
I ſhall once more expect your anſwer, go; 
And think, while you embrace the caprive boy, 
Think, that his life depends on your reſolves. 


SCENE V. 
Andromache, Cephiſa, 


Andr. I'll go; and, in the anguiſh of my heart, 
Weep o'er my child — If he muſt dic, my lite 
Is wraptin his; I ſhall not long ſurvive. 
"Tis for his ſake, that I have ſuffer'd life; 
Groan'd in captivity z and out- liv d Hector. 
Yes, my Ayanax; we'll go together! 
Together to the realms ot night we'll go 
There to thy raviſh'd eyes thy fire Ill he, 
And point him out among the ſhades below. 


ACI 
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ACT Il SCENE 1. 


Hermione, Cleone. 


HERMIONE. 


Ell, I'll be rul'd, Cleone : I will ſee him; 
I have told Pylades, that he may bring him 


Butcruſt me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
[ſhould forbid him yer. 

Cle. And why forbid him? 
he not, madam, ſtill the ſame Oreſte:? 
Crefies, whoſe return you oft have wiſh'd ? 
The man, whoſe ſufferings you ſo oft lamented, 
And often prais'd his conſtancy and love? 

Her, That love, that conſtancy, ſo ill requited, 
Upbraids me to my ſelf : I bluſh, to think 
How I have us'd him; and would ſhun his preſence. 
What will be my confuſion, when he ſees me 
Neglected, and forſaken, like himſelt ? 
Will he not ſay, Is this the ſcorntul maid ; 
The proud Hermione, that tyranniz'd 
In parta's court ? And triumph'd in her charms ? 
er inſolence at laſt is well repaid. 
lcannot bear the thought. 

Cle. You wrong your ſelf 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
four beauty and your worth. Your lover comes not 
Lo offer inſults ; but repeat his vows, 
And breathe his ardent paſſion at your feet. 
bn, Madam, what's your royal father's will? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta? 

Her, His orders are, if Pyrrhus (till delay 

{i 


The nuprials, and refuſe to ſacrifice 
This Trojan boy; I ſhould with ſpeed embark, 


lud with their embaſſ y return to Greece. 
B 


Cle. 
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Cle, What would you more? Oreftes comes in time 

To ſave your honour : Pyrrhus cools apace : 

Prevent his falſhood ; and forſake him Erſt. 

know you hate him: you have told me lo. 


Her. Hate him? my injur'd honour bids me hate him: 


Th' ungrateful man! to whom I fondly gave 
My virgin heart; the man I lov'd fo dearly ; 
The man, I doated on ! Oh, my Cleone / 
How is it poſſible I ſhould not hate him ? 

Cle. Then give him over, Madam, Quit his court; 
And with Oreſtes 

Her. No! 1 muſt have time 
To work up all my rage! to meditate 
A parting, full of horror] my revenge 
Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor, 

Cle. Do you then wait new inſults ? new affronts? 
To draw you from your father ! then to leave you! 
In his own court to leave you, for a captive! 
If Pyrrhus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her. Why doſt thou heighten my diſtreſs ? I fear 
To ſeareh out my own thoughts, and ſound my hear. 
Be blind to hat thou ſeeſt: believe me cur'd: 
Flatter my weakneſs; tell me I have conquer'd: 
Think, that my injur'd ſoul is ſet againſt him; 

And do thy beſt to make me think ſo too. 

Cle, Why would you loiter here, then ? 

Her, Let us fly | 
Let us be gone! I leave him to his captive : 

Let him go kneel and ſupplicate his ſlave. 

Let us be gone! — But, what if he repent ? 
What, if the perjur'd prince again ſubmit, 
And ſue for pardon ? what, it he renew 

His former vows ? — but oh, the faithleſs man 
He flights me / drives me to extreams / — However, 
I'll tay, Cleone, to perplex their loves: 

I'11 ay, till, by an open breach of contract, 

I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have | drawn upon the fon : 
Their ſecond embaſſy ſhall claim the mother : 


I will redouble all my gricfs upon her 
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Cle. Ab, Madam, whither does your rage tranſport 
? 
Andromache, alas, is innocent 
A woman plung'd in ſorrow z dead to love: 
and, when ſhe thinks of Pyrrhus, tis with horror, 
Her, Would I had done ſo too — He had not, then 
Betray'd my eaſie faith. Burt I, alas / 
Diſcover d all the fondneſs of my ſoul ; 
Imade no ſecret of my paſſion to him: 
Nor thought it dangerous to be ſincere. 
My eyes, my tongue, my actions ſpoke my heart. 
Cle, Well might you ſpeak, without reſerve, to one 
Engag'd to you by ſulemn oaths and treaties. 
Her, His ardour too was an excuſe to mine: 
With other eyes he ſaw me then Cleone, 
Thou may*ſt remember, every thing conſpir'd 
To favour him: my father's wrongs aveng'd ; 
The Greeks triumphant ; fleers of Trojan ſpoils ; 
His mighty fire's, his own immortal fame; 
Hiseager love 3 —— al], all conſpir'd againſt me- 
- hut I have done : — I'll think no more of Pyrrhas : 
Orefles wants not merit : and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him; 
hadifI've power o'er my own heart, tis his. 
Cle. Madam, he comes 
Her, Alas! did not think 
tle was ſo near ! I wiſh I might nor ſee him 


SCENE I. 


Hermione, Cleone, Oreſtes. 


Her, How am I to interpret, Sir, this viſit ? 
lit a compliment of form, or love? 
Oreſl. Madam, you know my weakneſs. Tis my fate 
Tolove, unpity'd : to deſire to ſee you; 
And ſtill to ſwear each time ſhall be the laſt. 
My paſſion breaks through my repeated oaths : | 
every time I viſit you, I'm perjur'd. 9 
den now, I find my wounds all bleed afrcfh - : | 
B 2 | 
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I bluſh to ownit; but I know no cure. 
I call the gods to witneſs, I havetry'd 
Whatever man could do, (but try d in vain) 
To wear you from my mind. Through ſtormy ſeas, 
And ſavage climes, in a whole year of abſence, 
2 courted dangers, and I long'd for death. 
Her. Why will you, prince, indulge this mournfy 
It ill becomes the amballador of Greece (tale? 
To talk of dying, and of love. Remember 
The kings you repreſent : ſhall their revenge 
Be diſappointed by your ill-tim'd paſſion ? 
Diſcharge your embaſſy : *tis not Oreſtes 
Ihe Greeks deſire ſhould dye. 
Oreſt. My embaſſy 
Is at an end: For Pyrrhus has refus'd 
To give up Hefor's ſon. Some hidden pow'r 
Protects the boy. 
Her. Faithleſs, ungrateful man! [Aſie 
Oreſi, l now prepare for Greece. But, ere go, 
Would hear my final doom pronounc'd by you. 
What do I lay? do already N. 
My doom 1s fixt : I read it in your eyes. 
Her. Will you then till deſpair ? be Kill ſuſpiciow? 
What have I done? wherein have I been cruel ? 
Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus: 
But, twas my royal father ſent me hither, 
And who can tell, but I have ſhar' d your gricts ? 
Have I neer wept in ſecret? Never wilh'd 
To lee Oreſtes 
Oreſt. Wilh'd to ſee Oreſtes ! 
Oh joy, Oh ecſtaſie! My ſoul's entranc'd ! 
Oh charming princeſs! Oh tranſcendent maid ! 
My utmoſt wiſh ! Thus, thus let me exprels 
My boundleſs thanks: —- I never was unhappy — 
Am I Oreftes ? 
Her. You are Oreſtes : 
The ſame unalter d, generous, faithful lover; 
The prince, whom I eſteem ; whom l lament; 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love 
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Oreſt. Ay, there it is! — I have but your eſtcem 3 
While Pyrrhus bas your heart | 
Her. Believe me. prince, , 
» | Wereyou as Pyrrhus, I ſhould hate you! 
Oreſt. No! | 
[ſhould be bleſt 1 ſhould be lov'd as he is ! ——— 
nf Yerall this while I die by your diſdain ; 
ale? While he neglects your charms, and courts anpther. 
Her. And who has told you, prince, that I'm ne- 
pleted ? 
Bas Pyrrhus aid — (Oh, 1 {hall grow diſtracted ) 
has Pyrrhbus told you ſo? or is it you, 
ho think thus meanly ot me ? Sir, perhaps, 
al do not judge like you 
Oreſt. Madam, go on ! 
Infulr me ſtill : I'ma us d to bear your {corn, 
Her, Why am I told how Pyrr us loves o! hates 
la. —— Go, prince; and arm the Greets aganit the icbel ; 
Let them lay waſte his country; raze his towus; 
Deſtroy bis fleets; his palaces ; — himſclf! 
Go, prince; and tell me then how much'lI love him. 
Oreſt. To haſten his deſtruction, come your ſelf; 
And work your royal father to his ruin. 
Her. Mean while he weds 41dromache / 
Oreſt, Ah, princeſs : 
What is't I hear / 
Her. What infamy for Greece, 
Ifhe ſhou'd wed a Phrygian, and a capuive ! 
Oreſt. Is this your hatred, madam ? — lis in vain 
You hide your paſſion 3 every thing betrays it: 
Your looks, your ſpeech, your anger, nay, your Glence, 
k Your love appcars in all; your ſecret flame 
breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 
Her, Your jealouſie perverts my meaning ſtill, 
And wreſts each circumſtance to your diſquict : 
My very hate is conſtrued into fondne(s. 
Oreſt. Impute my fears, if groundleſs, io my love. 
Her. Then hear me, prince. Obedience to a father 
On Firſt brought me hither ; and the ſame obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence 5 =» 
B 2 r 
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Or my offended father ſhall recall me. 

Tell this proud king, that Menelaus ſcorns 
To match his daughter with a foc of Greece : 
Bid him reſign Aſtyanax, or me. 

If he perſiſt ro guard the hoſtile boy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. 


SCENE lll 


Oreſtes, alone. 

Then is Oreſtes bleſt ! my griets are fled! 
Fled like a dream! methinks | tread in air 
Pyrrhus, enamour'd of his captive queen, 
Will thank me, if take her rival hence: 
He looks not on the princeſs with my eyes 
Sutpriſing happineſs / unlook'd-for joy 
Never let love deſpair / —— the prize is mine: 
Be ſmooth, ye ſeas; and, ye propitious winds 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coalts ! 
I long to view the fails unfurl'd — bur, ſee 7 
Pyrrbus approaches in a happy hour, 


SCENE IV. 


Oreſtes, Pyrrhus, Phoenix. 
Pyr. ] was in pain to find you, prince. My warm, 
Ungovern'd temper would not let me weigh 
Th' importance of your embally ; and hear 
You _ for my good, I was to blame. 
I ſince have poiſed your reaſons: and I thank 
My good Allies : their care deſerves my thanks. 
You have convinc'd me, that the weal of Greece, 
My father's honour, and my own repoſe 
Demand, that Hector's race ſhould be deſtroy'd. 
I ſhall deliver up Aſtyanax; 
And you, your ſelf, ſhall bear the victim hence. 
Oreſt, If you approve it, Sir, and are content 
To ſpill the blood uf a defenceleſs child; 
Th' offended Greeks, no doubt, will be appeas'd. 
Pyr. Cloſer to ſtrain the knot of your alliance, 
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[have determin'd to eſpouſe Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
in jou the kings of Greece will all be preſent; 
And you have right to pet ſonate her father, 
4s his ambaſſador and brother's fon, 
Go, prince, renew your viſit; tell Hermione, 
To-morroW [I receive her from your hands. 

Oreſt. O change of fortune l oh undone Oreftes, (e. 


SCENT V. 


Pyrrius, Phoenix, 
. Well, Phanix! am ſtill a ſlave to love? 
What think ſt thou now: am 1 my ſelf again? 
phen. 'Tis as it ſhould be; this diſcovers Pyrri us; 
Shews all the hero: now you are your ſelt ! 
The ſon ! the tiv al of the great Achilles! 
Greece will applaud you; and the world confeſs, 
Pyrrbus has con quer d Troy a ſecond time! 
Pyr, Nay, Phenix, now I but begin to triumph 
Inever was a conqueror till now: 
Believe me, a u hole hoſt, a war of foes 
May ſooner be ſubdued, than love. O, Phænix 
What ruin have I ſhunn'd ? the Greeks, enrag'd, 
Hung o'er me, like a gathering ſtorm 3 and ſoon 
Had burſt in thunder on my head; while l 
Abandon'd duty, empire, bonour, all, 
Topleaſe a thanklcſs woman one kind look 
Had quite undone me! 
Phæn. O, my royal maſter ! 
The gods, in favour to you, made her cruc!, (me! 
Pyr. Thou ſaw'ſt with how much [corn ſhe ticated 
When permitted her to ſec her ſon, 
| hop'dit might have work'd her to my wiſhes, 
vent to ſee the mournful interview, 
and found her bath'd in tears, and loſt in paſſion. 
Wild with diſtreſs, a thouſand times ſhe call'd 
On Heftor's name: and when I ſpoke in comto:r, 
And promis'd my protection to her ſon ; 
He kiſs'd the boy; and call'd again cn 7ector 
| B 4 Then 
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Then train'd him in her arms; and cry'd, "tis he 
"Tis he himſelf! his eyes, his every feature 
His very frown, and his ſtern look already 
"Tis he, tis my lov'd lord, whom I embrace 
Does ſhe then think, that I preſerve the boy, 
To ſooth and keep alive her flame for Hector 
Phan. No doubt, ſhe does; and thinks you favour'd 
in it. 
But let her go, for an ungrateful woman ! 
Pyr, 1 know the thoughts of her proud, ſtubborn 
heart: 
Vain of her charms, and inſolent in beauty, 
She mocks my rage; and, when it threatens loudeſt, 
Expects, twill ſoon be humbled into love. 
But we ſhall change our parts, and ſhe ſhall find, 
I can be deaf like her; and ſteel my heart 
She's Heflor's widow 3 I Achilles' ſon, 
Pyrrhus is born to hate Andromache, 
Phan. My royal maſter, talk of her no more: 
I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engroſs your thoughts. Tis time to ſee her, 
'Tis time, you ſhould prepare the nuptial rites ; 
And not rely upon a rival's care : 
It may be dangerous. 
Pya. But tell me, Phenix; 
Doſt thou not think, the pr-»ud Andromache 
Will be enrag'd, when I ſhall wed the princeſs? 
Phan, Why does Andromache {till haunt your 
thoughis: 
What is'r to you, be ſhe enrag'd or pleas'd ? 
Let her name periſh: think of her no more! 
| Pyr. No, Phanix ! il | have been too gentle 
with her : W 
I've check'd my wrath, and ſtifled my reſentments: 
She knows not yet to what degree hate her. 
Let us return ['ll brave her to her face: 
I'll give my anger its free courſe againſt her. 
Thou ſhalt ſee, Phoenix, how I'll break her pride 
Phan. Oh, go not, Sir! — there's ruin in her eyes 
You do not know your ſtrength : You'll fall before * 
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Adore her beauty, and revive her ſcorn. 
pyr. That were indeed a moſt unmanly weakneſs! 
Thou doſt not know me, Phæuix 
Phan. Ah, my prince! 
You ſtill are ſtruggling in the toils of love. 
pyr. Canſt thou then think I love this woman (till ? 
One who repays my paſſion with diſdain ! 
A ranger, caprive, friendleſs and forlorn ; 
She and her darling ſon within my power ; 
His lite a forfeit to the Greeks : yet l 
Preſerve her ſon ; would take her to my throne 
Would fight her bartels, and avenge her wrongs 
And all this while ſhe treats me as her foe! 
Phan. You have it in your pow'r to be reveng'd. 
Pyr. Les; — and I'll ſhew my power! — I'll give 
her cauſe 
To hate me! her Aſtyanax ſhall die 
What tears will then be ſhed ! how will ſhe then 


| Inbitterncſs of heart reproach my name? 


Then, to compleat her woes, will I eſpouſe 
Hermione : 'ewill ſtab her to the heart! 
Phæn. Alas, you threaten, like a lover, ſtill! 
Pyr. Phanix, excuſe this ſtruggle of my ſoul: 
Tis the laſt eftort of expiring love. 
Phen. Then haſten, Sir, to ſee the Spartan princels : 
And turn the bent of your deſires on her. 
Pyr. Oh, 'tis a heavy task to conquer love! 
And wean the ſou! from he accuſtom d fondneſs. 
But, come: Along farewel to Hefor's widow, 
Tis with a ſecrer pleaſure | look back, 
And ſeethe many dangers | have paſs'd. 
merchant thus, in dreadful rempeſts toſt, 
Thrown by the waves on ſome unlook'd-tor coaſt 3 
Ott turns and ſees, with a delighted eye, 
Midſt rocks and ſhelves the breken billows fly: 
And, while th' outragious winds the deep deform, 
es on the tumult, and enjoys the ſtorm. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
Pylades, Oreſtes. 


PyYLADES, 


a O R heay*ns ſake, Sir, compole your ruffled mind, 
And moderate your rage 
Oreſt. No, Pylades! 
This is no time for counlel — I am deaf. 
Talk not of reaſon! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my care. My ſoul grows deſperate, 
I'll bear her oft; or periſh in th* attempt. 
I'll force her from his arms: — by heav'n, I will! 
Pyl, Well, tis agreed, my fricud ; — we'll force her 
hence. 
But ſtill conſider we ate in Epirus: 
Ihe court, the guards, Hermione her (elf. 
The very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhus. 
Good gods what tempted you to ſeek her here? 
Oreſt, Loſt to my ſelf, I knew not what I did 
My purpoſes were wild, Perhaps I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid this woman. 
Pyl. This violence of temper may prove fatal. 
Oreſt. I muſt be more than man to bear theſe ſhocks, 
Thele outrages of fate, with temper / 
He tells me, that he weds Hermione ; 
And wil to-morrow take her from my hand 
My hand ſhall ſooner tear the tyrant's heart — 
Pyl, Your paſſion blinds you, Sir: he's not to blame. 
Could you but look into the ſoul of Pyrrbus, 
Perhaps you'll find it tortur'd, like your own. 
Oreſt. No, Pylades! tis all defign'd. — His pride, 
To triumph over me, has chang'd his love. 
The fair, the bright Hermiane before | came, 
In all her bloom of beauty, was neglected. 
Ah crue! gods! I thought her all my own / 5 
c 
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the was conſenting to return to Sparia : 
Her heart, divided betwixt rage and love, 
Was on the wing to take its leave of Pyrrhus. 
the heard my fighs ; ſhe pity'd my complaints: 
She praiſed my conſtancy : — the leaſt indifference 
From this proud king, had made Oreſtes happy 

pyl. So your fond heart believes“ 

Oreft. Did I not ſee 
Her hate, her rage, her indignation riſe 
Againſt the ungrateful man ? 

pyl. Believe me, prince, 
Twas then ſhe lov'd him moſt ! had Pyrrhus left her, 
She would have form'd ſome new pretext to ſtay. 
Take my advice : — think not to force her hence 3 
But fly your ſelf from her deſtructive charms. 
Her ſoul is link'd to Pyrrhus: were ſhe yours, 
She would reproach you fill, and till regret 
Her diſappointed nuptials. 

Oreſt. Talk no more! 
cannot bear the thought | ſhe muſt be mint 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 
ll ſtand the bolt, and challenge all his tury, 
bre I reſign Hermione — by force 
[| ſnatch her hence, and bear her to my ſhips ! 
Hare we forgot her mother Helen's rape? 

Pyl, Will then Oreſtes turn a raviſher ! 
And blot his embaſſy? 

Oreſt. O, Pyla de,! 
M grief weighs heavy on m2 : T will diſtract me! 
Oleave me to my felt! let not thy friendſhip 
Iolve thee in my woes. too long already, 
Toolong haſt thou been punilh'd for my crimes, 
is enough, my friend ! ---- it is enough |! 
let not thy generous love betray thee farther, 
The gods have ſer me as their mark, to empty 

heir quivers on me. ---- leave me to my ſcif. 
ne be the danger 3 mine the enterptize. 
l requeſt of thee is, to return, 


and in my place convey Aſtyanax 
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(As Pyrrhus has conſented) into Greere. 
Go, Pylades 

Pyl. Lead on, my friend, lead on! 

Let us bear off Hermione ! no toil, 

No danger can deter a friend lead on 
Draw up the Greets: ſummon your numerous train, 
The ſhips are ready ; and the wind firs fair : 

There eaſtward lies the ſea; the rolling waves 
Break on thoſe palace ſtairs. I know each paſs, 
Each avenue and out · let of the court. 

This very night we'll carry her on board, 

Oreſt. Thou art too good / --- I treſpaſs on thy friend 
But, oh excuſe a wrerch, whom no man pities, (ſhip: 
Ex ept thy ſelf ; one juſt about to loſe 
The treaſure of his ſoul : whom all mankind 
Conſpire to hate, and one who hates himſelf. 

When will my friendſhip be of uſe to thee ? 

Pyl. The queſtion is unkind.— but now remember 
To keep your counſel cloſe, and hide your thoughts: 
Let not Hermione ſulpeft — no more — 

I ſce her coming, Sir 

Oreſt. Away, my friend; 

I amadviſcd : my all depends upon it. 


SCENE II. 


Oreſtes, Rermione, Cleone. 


Oreſt. Madam. your orders are obey'd : I have ſeen 
Pyrrhus, my rival; and have gain'd him for you. 
The king reſolves to wed you. 

Her. So I'm told; 

And farther, I am inform'd, that you, Oreſtes, 
Are to diſpoſe me for the intended marriage. 

Oreſt, And are you, madam, willing to comply ? 

Her. Could I imagine Pyrrhus lov'd me till ? 
After ſo long delays, who would have thought 
His hidden flames would ſhew themſelves at laſt, 
And kindle in his breaſt, when mine expir'd? 

I can ſuppoſe, with you, he fears the Greeks; 


— 
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That ĩt ————— not love, directs him; | 
char m greater power oer you. 
_— Ne, princeſs no? Itis too plain he loves you, 
Your eyes do what they will; and cannot fail 
Io gain a conqueſt, where you with they ſhould. 
Her. What can I do, alas ! — my faith is promiſed : 
Can | refuſe, what is not mine to give 
4 princeſs is not at her choice to love; 
al we have left us is a blind obedience : 
And yet, you ſee, how far I had complyed, 
And made my duty yield to your intreaties. 
Oreft. Ah, cruel maid * you knew but I have done. 
All have a right to pleaſe themſelves in love: 
blame you not: tis true I hop'd : — but you 
Are miſtreſs of your heart: and I'm content. 
'Tis fortune is mine enemy; not you. 
But, madam, I ſhall ſpare your farther pain 
On this uneaſie theme; and take my leave. 


SCENE III. 


* 


Hermione, Cleone. 


Her, Cleone, could'ſt thou think he'd be ſo calm ? 
Cle. Madam, this ſilent grief fits heavy on him. 
He'sto be pityed: his too eager love 
Has made him buſy to his own deſtruction. (rhus, 
His chreats have wrought this change of mind in Pyr- 
Her, Doſt thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear? ; 
Whom ſhould th'intrepid Pyrrhus fear? the Greeks ? 
Did he not lead their harraſſed troops to conqueſt 
When they deſpaired ? when they retir'd from Troy, 
And ſought for ſhelter in their burning fleets? 
Did he not then ſupply his father's place? 
No! my Cleone; he's above conſtraint : 
Hie acts unfore'd and where he weds, he loves. 
Cle. Oh, that Oreſtes had remain'd in Greece 
fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 
Her, Wilt thou diſcourſe of nothifig, but Oreftes ? 
Pyrrhus is mine again / ls mine for ever / 
Oh my Cleone! I am wild with joy Pyr. 
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Pyrrhus, the bold! the brave! the godlike Pyrrbas ! 


Oh, I could tell thee numberleſs exploits, 

And tire thee with his battles! — Oh, Cleone —— 
Cle. Madam, conceal your joy, I ſee Andromach : 

She weeps, and comes to ſpeak her ſorro ws to you, 
Her. I will indulge the gladneſs of my heart 

Let us retire : her griet is out of ſeaſon. - 


SCENE Iv. 


Andromache, Hermione, Cleone, Cephiſa. 
And. Ah, madam ! whither, whither do you fly? 
Where can your eyes behold a ſight more pleaſing, 
Than Hettor's widow ſuppliant, and in tears? 

I come not an alarm, a jcalous foe, 
To envy you the heart your charms have won: 
The only man I ſought to pleaſe, is gone; 
Kill'd in my fight, by an inhuman hand. 
Hector firſt taught me love; which my fond heart 
Shall ever cheriſh, till we meet in death. 
But, oh, I have a ſon | ---- and you, one day, 
Will be no ſtranger to a mother's fondneſs 
But heav*n forbid, that you ſhould ever know 
A mother's ſorrow for an only ſon, 
Her joy, her bliſs, her laſt ſurviving comfort! 
When every hour ſhe trembles for his life 
Your power o'er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears, 
Alas | what danger is there in a child, 
Sav'd from the wrack of a whole ruined empire ? 
Let me go hide him in ſome deſart Iſle: 
You may rely upon my tender care, 
To keep him far from perils of ambition : 
All, he can learn of me, will be to weep ! 

Her. Madam, tis eaſie to conceive your grief 
But, it would ill become me, to ſollicit 
In contradiction to my father's will: 
"Tis he, who urges to deſtroy your ſon. 
Madam, if Pyrrhus muſt be wrought to pity, 
No woman does it better, than your ſelf: 
It you gain him, I ſhall comply of courſc. 


SCENE 


NE 
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SCENE V. 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 

And, Didſt thou not mind, with what diſdain ſhe 
Youth and proſperity have made her vain: (ſpoke! 
Shehas not ſeen the fickle turns of life. 

cb. Madam, were as you, I'd take her counſel ; 
d ſpeak my own diſtreſs : one louk from you 
Will ranquiſh Pyrrhus and confound the Greeks 
dee, where he comes lay hold on this occaſion. 


SCENE VI. 


Pyrrhus, Andromache, Phœnix, Cephiſa. 
pyr. Where is the princeſs ? did you not inform me 
Hermione was here? (To Phoenix. 
Phen, 1 thought ſo, Sir. 
And. Thou ſeeſt, what mighty power my eyes have 
on him [ To Cephiſa. 
Pyr. What ſays ſhe Phænix? 
And, 1 have no hope left 
Phen. Let us be gone: — Hermione expects you. 
Cepb. For heaven's fake, madam, break this ſullen ſi- 
lence, 

And. My child's already promiſed : 

Ceph. But not given. 

And, No! no! — my tears are vain ! his doom is fixt ! 

Pyr. See, if ſhe deigns to caſt one look upon us 
Proud woman ! 

And, I provoke him by my preſence. 

Let us retire. 

Pyr. Come, let us ſatisſie 
The Greeks ; and give them up this Phrygian boy. 

And. Ah,Sir,recal thoſe words! --what have you ſaic! 
Hou give up my ſon, O give up me 
Iu, who ſo many times have ſworn me friendſhip ; 
Oheay'ns ! —will you not look with pity on me ? 
kthere no hope ? is there no room for pardon ? 

Pyr. Phenix will anſwer you: my word is paſt. 


And. 
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me. 

Pyr. 1 was your lover then :----I now am free, 
To fayour you, I might have ſpar d his life : 
But you would ne' er vouchſafe to ask it of me. 
Now tis too late. 

Andr. Ah, Sir, you underſtood 


My rears, my wiſhes, which I durſt not utter, 


Afraid of a repulſe. Oh, Sir, excuſe 
The pride of royal blood, that checks my ſoul, 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
You know, alas! I was not born to kneel, 
To ſue for pity and ro own a maſter, 
Pyr. No! in your heart you curſe me! you diſdain 
My generous flame, and ſcorn to be obliged! 
This very ſon, this darling of your ſoul, 
Would be leſs dear, did I preſerve him for you. 
Your anger, your averſion fall on me: 
You hate me more than the whole league of Greece : 
But, I ſhall leave you ro your great reſentments. 
Let us go, Phenix, and appeale the Greeks. 
Andr. Then let me die! and let me go to Hector 
Ce ph. But, madam —— 
Andr. What can I do more? the tyrant 
Sees my diſtraction, and inſults my rears ! [ To Cephiſ. 
— zchold how low you have reduced a queen! 
Theſe eyes have ſcen my country laid in aſnes; 
My kindred fall in war; my father ſlain; 
My husband dragg'd in his own blood; my ſon 
Condemn'd to bondage; and my ſelf a ſlave. 
Vet in the midſt of theſe unheard of woes, 
*T was ſome relief to find my ſelf your caprive ; 
And that my ſon derived from ancient kings, 
Since he muſt ſerve, had Pyrrhus for his maſter. 
When Priam kneeled, the great Achilles wept: 
I hop'd I ſhould not find his ſon leſs noble: 
thought the brave were ſlill the moſt compaſſionate! 
Oh, do not, Sir, divide me from my child 
If he muſt dye. 
Pyr. Phænix, withdraw a while. 


SCENE 


Andr. You, who would brave ſo many danger fo; 
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SCENE VII. 


Pyrrhus, Andromache. 


pyr. Riſe, madam.----Yert you may preſerve your ſon. 
end, whenever I provoke your tears, 
[furniſh you with arms againſt my ſelf. 
thought my hatred fixt before I ſaw you. 
Ob turn your eyes upon me, while I ſpeak! 
and ſee, if you diſcover in my looks 
Anangry judge, or an obdurate foe. 
Why will you force me to deſert your cauſe 7 
la your ſon's name l beg we may be triends: 
let me intreat you to ſeeure his life 
Muſt I curn ſuppliant for him ? think, oh think, 
is che laſt time) you both may yet be happy 
mo the ties I break; the foes L arm: 
Iwrong Hermione ; I ſend her hence; 
lud with ber diadem, I bind your brows. 
Confider well; for, tis of moment to you! 
Chuſe to be wretched, madam, or a queen. 
My ſoul, conſum'd with a whole year's deſpair, 
Can bear no longer theſe perplexing doubts. 

of ſighs, and tears, and threats I have try'd, 

[know, if I'm depriv'd of you, I dic: 
hut oh, I die, if I wait longer for you! 
[leave you to your thoughts. When | return, 
We'll to the temple : there you'll find your ſon ; 
lud there be crown'd, or give him up for ever. 


SCENE VIII. 
Andromache, Cephiſa. 


Ceph, I told you, madam, that, in ſpight of Greece, 
lou would o'er-rulethe malice of your fortune. 
Andr. Alas! Cephiſa, what have I obtain'd ! 
Oily a poor, ſhort reſpite for my ſon. 
1.9%. You have enough approv'd your faith to Hector: 
Tobe reluctant ſtill would be a crime. 


NE 


le would himſelf perſuade you to comply. Andr. 
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And, How! wouldſt thou give me Pyrrbus for 
a husband ? 

Ceph. Think you 'twill pleaſe the ghoſt of your dead 
husband, 


That you ſhould ſacrifice his ſon ? conſider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne 
Turns all his power againſt the foes of Troy 
Remembers not Achilles was his father ; 
Retracts his conqueſts, and forgets his hatred. 
And, But, how can I forget it! how can 1 
Forget my Hector, treated with diſhonour ; 
Depriy'd of funeral rites; and vilely dragg'd, 
A bloody coarſe, about the walls of Troy? 
Can | forget the good old king his father, 
Slain a my preſence; at the altar ſlain ! 
Which vainly, for protection, he embrac'd. 
Haſt thou forgot that dreadful night, Cephi/a, 
When a whole people fell! methinks I ſee 
Pyrrhus, enrag'd and breathing vengeance, enter 
Amidſt the glare of burning palaces : 
I ſee him hew his paſſage through my brothers; 
And, bathed in blood, lay all my kindred waſte, *' 
Think, in this ſcene of horror, what I (uffer'd : 
This is the courtſhip I recciv'd from Pyrrhus ; 
And this the husband thou would'ſt give me! No, 
We both will periſh firſt ! I'll ne er conſent, 
Ceph. Since you reſolve Aſtyanax ſhall die, 
Haſte to the temple ; bid your ſon tare wel. 
Why do you tremble, Madam ? 
And. Oh Cephiſa 
Thou haſt awaken'd all the mother in me. 
How can I bid farewel to the dear child, 
The pledge, the image of my much-lov'd lord 
Alas, I call to mind the fatal day, 
When his too for ward courage led him forth 
To ſeek Achilles. 
Ceph. Oh, the unhappy hour 
*T was then Troy fell, and all her gods forſook her. 
And. That morn, Cephi/a | that ill-fared mora ! 


My husband bid thee bring Aſtyanax; 1 
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getook him in his arms; and, as I wepr, 
yy wife, my dear Andromache, ſaid he, 
ring with ſtifled ſighs to ſee me weep) 
What fortune may attend my arms, the gods 
lone can tell. to thee I give the boy; 
c him as the token of our loves : 

l would fall, let him not miſs his fire 
While thou ſurvivſt ; but by thy render care 
lathe ſon ſee, that thou didſt love his father. 

Ceph, And will you throw away a life ſo precious? 
konce extirpate all the Trojan line? 

Andr, Inhuman king, what has he done to ſuffer? 
F Incgle& your vows, is he to blame? 
fs he reproach'd you with his flaughter'd kindred ? 
(an he reſent thoſe Ills he does not know? 
du oh! while I deliberate he dies. 
No, no, thou muſt not die, while I can ſave thee: 
0h! let me find out Pyrrhus—— Oh Cephiſa ! 
bo thou go find him. : 

Ceph, What muſt | ſay to him? 

And. Tell him I love my ſon to ſuch exceſs —— 
butdoſt thou think he means the child ſhall dye; 
(anlove rejected turn to ſo much rage? 

* Madam, hc'll ſoon be here —reſolve on ſome- 

ing. 

Andr. Well then aſſure him 

Cepb. Madam, of your love? 

Andr. Alas thou knowꝰſt, that is not in my power. 
Ob my dear lord! Oh Priam's royal houſe 
0h my Aftyanax ! at what a price 
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Thy mother buys thee !----ler us go. 


Ceph. But whither ? 


lad what does your unſettled heart reſolve ? 


Andr. Come my Cephiſa, let us go together, 


Io the lad monument, which I have rais'd 
To Hector s ſhade ; where in their ſacred urn 


aſhes of my hero lye encloſed, 
dear remains which I have ſav'd from Troy; 
fre let me weep, there ſummon to my aid, 


Fu pious rites, my Hecter's awful ſhade; 


Let 
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Let him be witneſs to my doubts, my fears, 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears: 
Oh! may he riſe in pity from his tomb, 
And fix his wretched ſon's uncertain doom. 


nm 


a CT IV. SCENS--L 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 


Ceph, H Leſt be the tomb of Hector, that inſpires 
B Theſe pious thoughts: or is it Heffor's ſelf, 

That prompts you to preſerve your ſon! tis he, 

Who ſtill preſides o'er ruin'd Troy ; tis he, 

Who urges Pyrrhus to reſtore Aſtyanax. 

— Pyrrhus has (aid he will: and thou haſt heat 
im 
Juſt now rene w the oft · repeated promiſe. 
Ceph. Already, in the tranſports of his heart, 

He gives you up his kingdom, his allies, 

And thinks himſelf o erpaid for all in you. 

Andr. I think I may rely upon his promiſe: 

And yet my heart is overcharg'd with grief. 

Cepb. Why ſhould you grieve ? you ſee he bids defiance 

To ali the Greeks: and, to protect your ſon 

Againſt their rage, has placed his guards about him; 

Leaving himſelt defenceleſs for his ſake : 

Bur madam, think the coronation pomps 

Will ſoon demand your preſence in the temple: 

"Tis time you lay aſide theſe mourning weeds. 
Andr. I will be there; bur firſt would ſee my ſon. 
Ceph. Madam, you necd not now be anxious for hiw 

He will be always with you, all your own, 

To laviſh the whole mother's fondneſs on him. 

What a delight to train beneath your eye 

A ſon, who grows no longer up in bondage; 

A ſon in whom a race of kings revives? 

Bur, madam, you are ſad, and wrapt in thought, 
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| And, when I ſhall diſcloſe my ſecret purpoſe, 


fs ardour's ſtill the ſame —— Madam, = —_ 
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Fit you reliſh'd not your happineſs. 
Andr. Oh I muſt ſee my ſon once more, Cephiſa! 
Madam, he now will be no more a captive ; 
Your viſits may be frequent as you pleaſe, 
To morrow you may paſ the live · long day 
Andr. To morrow ! Oh Cephiſa . But, no more 
Cybiſa, I have always found thee faithful: 
A load of care weighs down my drooping heart. 
Ceph. Oh! that twere poſſible for me to eaſe you. 
Andr. I ſoon ſhall exerciſe thy long-try'd faith. — 
Mean while I do conjure thee, my Cephiſa, 
Thou take no notice of my preſent trouble 
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That thou be punctual to perform my will. 

cb. Madam, I have no will but yours. my life 
nothing, ballanc'd with my love to you. 

Andr. I thank thee, good Cephiſa: my Aſtyanax 
Will recompence thy friendſhip to his mother. 
Bur, come: my heart's at eaſe: aſſiſt me now 
To change this ſable habit yonder comes 
Hermione : I would not meet her rage. 


SCENE II. 


Hermione, Cleone; 


Cle, This unexpected filence, this reſerve, 
This outward calm, this ſertled frame of mind, 
After ſuch wrongs and Inſults, much ſurprize me! 
You, who before could not command your rage, 
When Pyrrhus look'd but kindly on his caprive ; 
How can you bear unmov'd, that he ſhould wed her, 
And ſeat her on a throne which you ſhould fill? 
tear this dreadful ſtillneſs in your ſoul ! 
Twere better, madam 
Her. Have you call'd Oreſftes ? 
Cle. Madam, I have. His love is too impatient, 
Not to obey with ſpeed the welcome ſummons. 
His love · ſick heart o erlooks his unkind uſage : 
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SCENE III. 
Oreſtes, Hermione, Cleone. 
Oreſt. Ah madam, is it true ! does then Oreſtes 
At length attend you by your own commands? 
Whar can I do 
Her. Oreſtes, do you love me ? a 
Oreſt. What means that queſtion, princeſs ? do I lo 
you ? 
My oaths, my perjuries, my hopes, my fears, 
My farewel, my return, all ſpeak my love. 
Her. Avenge my wrongs, and l believe them all, 
Oreſt. It ſhall be done—— my ſoul has catch'd de 
alarm 
Well ſpirit up the Greeks I'll lead them on: 
Your cauſe ſhall animate our fleets and armies. 
Let us return: let us not loſe a moment, 
But urge the tate of this devoted land: 
Let us depart. 
Her, No, prince, let us ſlay here ! 
I will have vengeance here I will not carry 
This load of intamy to Greece; nor truſt 
The chance of war to vindicate my wrongs. 
E're I depart I'll make Epirus mourn. 
If you avenge me let it be this inſtant ; 
My rage brooks no de ay haſte to the temple, 
Haſte prince, and ſacrifice him. 
Oreſi, Whom ? 
Her, Why Pyrrhus. 
Oreſt. Pyrrbus? did you ſay Pyrrhbu:; ? 
Her. You demurr ? 
Oh fly, be gone ! give me not time to think ! 
Talk not of laws he tramples on all laws —— 
Let me not hear him juſtify'd, —away-. 
Oreſt. You cannot think I'll juſtify my rival, 
Madam, your love has made him criminal. 
You ſhall have vengeance ; Ill have vengeance too: 
But let our hatred be profeſt and open; 
Let us alarm all Greece, denounce a war ; 


Let us attack him in his ſtrength, and hunt him down 


d te 


_ Iwas contriving how to make you happy. 
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by conqueſt : ſhould I turn a baſe aſſaſſin, 
j would ſully all che kings I repreſent. 
Her. Ha e not I been diſhonuur'd ? ſer at nought ? 
$'d to publick ſcorn ? and will you ſuffer 
Theryrant, who dares uſe me thus, to live? 
Know, prince, I hate him more than once I loy'd him; 
The gods alone can tell how once I loved him; 
les, the falſe perjur d man, I once did love him; 
and ſpight of all his crimes and broken yows, 
if he ſhould live, 1 may relapſe who knows 
But | to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 
oreft, Firſt let me tear him piccemeal--+-he ſhall dye. 
But madam, give me lciſure to contrive 
The place, the time, the manner of his death : 
let lm a ſtranger in the court of Pyrrhus ; 
Scarce have I ſet my foot within Epirus, 
When you enjoin me to deſtroy the prince. 
[ſhall be done this very night. 
Her. But now, 
This very hour he weds Andromache ; 
The temple ſhines with pomp ; the golden throne 
Is now prepar'd ; the joyful rites begin; 
My ſhame is publick oh be ſpecdy, prince! 
My wrath's impatient——— Pyrrhus lives too long 
latent on love and heedleſs of his perſon, 
He covers with his guards the Trojan boy. 
Now is the time; afſemble all your Greeks : 
Mine ſha!l aſſiſt them; let their fury looſe; 
Already they regard him as a foe. 
be gone, Oreſtes, kill the Faithleſs ryranr, 
My love ſhall recompence the glorious decd. 
Oreſt. Conſider, madam | 
Her. You but mock my rage 
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Think you to merit by your idle ſighs; 
And not atteſt your love by one brave action? 
Go, with your boaſted conſtancy ! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own revenge! 


[bluſh to think how my too caſic faich 
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Has twice been baffled in one ſhameful hour ! 
Oreſt. Hear me but ſpeak you know I'll die 
to ſexve you! | 
Her. I'll go my ſelf; I'll tab him at the altar : 

Then drive the poignard reeking with his blood, 

Through my own heart, In death we ſhall unite : 

Better ro die with him, than live with you! 

N. That were to make him bleſt ; and me more 

wretched : | 

Madam, he dies by me : have you a foe, 

And ſhall I ler him live ? my rival too? 

 E're yon meridian ſun declines, he dies: 

And you ſhall ſay, that I deſerve your love. 
Her. Go prince: ſtrike home! and leave the reſt to 

me. | 
Let all your ſhips ſtand ready for our flight. 


SCENE IV. 


- 


Hermione, Cleone, 


Cle. Madam, you'll periſhin this bold attempr, 
Her, Give me my vengeance, I'm content to periſh, 
I was to blame to truſt it with another: 
In my own hands it had been more ſecure. 
Oreſtes hates not Pyrrhus, as I hate him: 
I ſhould haverhruſt the dagger home; have {cen 
The tyrant curſe me with his parting breath, 
And roll about his eyes, in vain, 
To find Andromac he whom I would hide. 
Oh, would Oreſtes, when he gives the blow, 
Tell him he dies my victim haſte Cleone ; 
Charge him to ſay, Hermione's reſentments, 
Not thoſe of Greece, have ſentenc'd him to death. 
Haſte my Cleone ! my revenge is loſt, 
If Pyrrhus knows not that he dies by me. 
Cle. I ſhall obey your orders, but I ſee 
The King approach !----who could expect him here! 
Her, Oh fly! Cleone, fly! and bid Oreſtes 
Not to proceed a ſtep before I ſee him. 
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SCENE VL 
Pyrrhus, Phoenix. 
Phen. Sir, did you mind her threats? your life's in 
danger: 


e is no trifling with a woman's rage. 
— — about the court, all hate you; 
Will treat you as their country's enemy, 
And join in her revenge: des, Oreſtes 
Kill loves her to diſtraction : Sir, | beg —— 
Pyr, How ! Phenix : —— ſhould I fear a woman's 
; threats? 
to | A nobler paſſion takes up all my thought: 
|muſt prepare to meet Andromache. 
Dothou place all my guards abour her ſon : 
lthe be ſafe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. 


SCENE VII. 


Pheœnix alone. 
Oh Pyrrhus ! Oh, what pity tis, the gods, 
b. Who filbd thy ſoul with every kindly virtue, 

Form'd thee for empire and conſummate greatncſs, 

Should leave thee ſo expos'd to wild deſires, 
That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reaſon ! 
Such was Achilles: generous, fierce, and brave; 
Open, and uadeſigning : but impatient, 
Undiſciplin'd, and not to be controll'd. 
fear this whirl of paſſion, this career, 
That over-bears reflection and cool thought, 
[tremble for the event ! —— but ſee, the queen, 
Magnificent in royal pride, appears. 
[muſt obey, and guard her ſon from danger. 


SCENE VIII. 


Andromache, Cephiſa. 4 
Cb. Madam, once more — and move a queen, | 


10 lour ſorrows are W your charms revive, 
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And every faded beauty blooms ane w. 
Andr. Yet all is not as I could wiſh, Cephiſa. 
Ceph. You ſee the King is watchful o'er your ſon; 

Decks him with princely robes, with guards ſurrounds 

him: 

Aſtyanax begins to reign already. 

Andr. Pyrrhus is nobly minded: and 1 fain 
Would live to thank him for Aſtyana x: 

"Tis a vain thought however ſince my child 

Has ſuch a friend, I ought not to repine. 

Ceph. Theſe dark untoldings of your ſoul perplex me: 
What meant theſe floods of tears, thoſe warm embraces, 
As if you bid your ſon adicu for ever ? 

For heav*n's ſake, madam, let me know your grief; ! 

If you diſtruſt my faith 
Andr. That were to wrong thee. 

Oh, my Cephi/a ?. this gay, borrowed air, 

This blaze of jewels, and this bridal dreſs, 

Are but mock-trappings to conceal my woe : 

My heart ſtill mourns ; I ſtill am Hefor's widow, 
Ceph. Will you then break the promiſe given to Pr. 

rhus : 

Blow up his rage afreſh, and blaſt your hopes ? 

Andr. I thought, Cephiſa, thou had'ſt known thy 

miſtreſs ! 

Could'ſt thou believe I would be falſe to Hector? 

Fall off from ſuch a husband ! break his reſt, 

And call him to this hated light again, 

To ſee Andromache in Pyrrhus arms 

Would Hector, were he living and I dead, 

Forget Andromache, and wed her foe? 

Ceph.1 cannot guefs what drift your thoughts purſue; 
But, oh, I fear there's ſomething dreadtul in it 
Muſt then Aſyanax be doom'd to dye; 

And you to linger out a life in bondage? 

Andr. Nor this, nor that, Cephiſa, will I bear: 
My word is paſt to Pyrrhus, his to me; 
And I rely upon his promis d faith. 
Unequal as he is, I know him well: 
Pyrrhus is violent; but he's ſincere, 
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1100n (hall viſit Hector, and the ſhades 
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And will perform beyond what he has ſworn. 
The Greeks will but incenſe him more; their rage 
Will make him cheriſh Hector's ſon. 
Ah, madam ! 
Explain theſe riddles to my boading heart! 
Andr. Thou may'ſt remember, for thou oft haſt 
heard me 
Relate the dreadful viſion, which I ſaw, 
When firſt | landed captive in Epirus. 
That very night, as in a dream I lay, 
A ghaſtly figure, full of gaping wounds, 
His eyes a-glare, his hair all ſtiff with blood, 
full in my ſight thrice ſhook his head and groan'd. 
| ſoon diſcern'd my ſlaughter'd Hefor's ſhade ; 
But, oh, how chang'd ! ye gods, how much unlike 
The living Hector loud he bid me fly 
fly from Achilles ſon ! then _ frown'd, 


And diſappear*d : ſtruck with the dreadful ſound, 
| ſtarted and awak'd. 


Cepb. But did he bid you 
Deſtroy Afyanax ? 
Andr. Cephiſa, I'll preſerve him; 
With my own life, Cephiſa, I'll preſerve him. 
Ceph. What may theſe words, ſo full of horrour, 
mean ? 
Andr, Know then the ſecret purpoſe of my ſoul : 
Andromache will not be falſe ro Pyrrhus ; 
Nor violate her ſecret love to Hector. 
This hour I'll meer the king; the holy prieſt 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows. 
This will ſecure a father to my child. 
That done, I have no farther uſe for life: 
This pointed dagger, this determin'd hand, 
ſave my virtue, and conclude my woes. 
Ceph. Ah, madam ! recolleR your ſcatter'd reaſon ! 
This fell deſpair ill ſuits your preſent fortunes. 
Andr. No other ſtratagem can ſerve my purpoſe: 
This is the ſole expedient ro be juſt 


— to 4ſtyanax, to Pyrrhus, 
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Of my great anceſtors Cephiſa, thou 
Wilt lend a hand to cloſe thy miltreſs' eyes. 
Ceph. Oh, never think that I will ſtay behind you! 
Andr. No, my Cephiſa; I muſt have thee live. 
Remember thou did'ſt promiſe to obey, 
And to be ſecret : wilt thou now betray me? 
After thy long, thy faithful ſervice, wilt thou 
Refuſe my laſt commands, my dying wiſh ? 
Once more, I do conjure thee, live for me! 
Ceph. Life is not worth my care, when you are gone, 
Andr. I muſt commit into thy faithful hands, 
All that is dear and precious to my foul : 
Live, and ſupply my abſence to my child. 
All that remains of Troy; a future progeny 
Of heroes; and a diſtant line of kings, 
In him, is all intruſted to & y cath, a 4 
b. But, madam, what will be the rage of Pyrrbuz, 
Defrauded of his promis'd happineſs ? N 
Andr. That will require thy utmoſt skill: obſerve 
The firſt impetuous onſets of his grict : 
Ulec every artifice to keep him ſtedfaſt. 
Sometimes with tears thou may*ſt diſcourſe of me: 
Speak of our marriage: let him think I lov'd him: 
Tell him my ſoul repos'd it ſelf on him, 
When I refign'd my ſon to his protection. 
Ceph, Oh, for a ſpirit to ſupport my grief 
Js there ought more, before you go for ever ? | 
Andr. Oh, my Cephiſa ! my ſwoll'n heart is full! 
I have a thouſand farewels to my fon : wm—_— 
But tears break in grief interrupts my ſpecch — 
My ſoul o' erflows in fondneſs ! let him know 
I] dy'd to fave him: and would dye again. 
Seaſon his mind with early hints of glory: 
Make him acquainted with his anceſtors ; 
Trace out their ſhining ſtory in his thoughts : 
Dwell on th 1 of his immortal father; 
And ſometimes let him hear his mother's name. 
Let him reflect upon his royal birth 
Wich modeſt pride: Pyrrbus will prove a friend : 
Butler him know, he has a conqueror's right. 


He 
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He muſt be taught to ſtifle his reſentments, 
And ſacrifice his vengeance to his ſafety, 
Should he prove head · ſtrong, raſh, or unadviſed, 
Hie then will fruſtrate all his mother's vittue; 
Provoke his fate; and I ſhall die in vain, 

Ceph. Alas, | fear, I never (hall out live you! 

Andr. No more : -—- thy tears, Cephi/a, will betray 

me: 
ume a chearful look: but Nill remember ꝛæyppq 
Flouriſh within. 

Hark, how the trumpet, with its ſprightly notes, 
Proclaims the appointed hour, and calls us hence: 
Hector, | come, once more a queen, to join thee ! 
Thus the gay victim, with freſh garlands crown'd, 
Pleaſed with the ſacred fife's enlivening ſound, 
Through gazing crouds, in ſolemn ſtate, proceeds; 
And, dreſt in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds. 


1 


. een 


Hermione, alone. 


* have I done ? where am I? where is Pyrrh us? 

Ye gods ! what mean theſe horrors ? I'm 
undone | | 

My foul is on the rack — I cannot bear it 

Why do I wander like ſome guilty ghoſt ? 

What brought me to this place? what keeps me here 

The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me 

Do | ſtill doubt if I ſhould love or hate him? 

Hard-hearted man! how unconcern'd he left me 

Did he once ſigh ? beſtow one pitying look? 

Once ſhed a tear ? or {peak one ſoft kind word? 

Did he ſo much as teign one moment's ſorrow, 

Tocalm my griefs, and mitigate his fa!ſhood * 

hy am 1 ſtill thus anxious for his life? 

Why do I ſtart at his impending tate ? 

" dall he then live ; ſhall the bale traytor live 
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To laugh at my diſtreſs ? no, let him periſh! 

Be quick, Oreftes execute my orders ! 
Alas! my orders? oh prepoſterous guilt! 

Can I decree the death of him I love ? 

Was it for this my ſoul delighted in him? 

Was it for this | left my tather's court? 

Have I then croſs'd ſo many realms and ſeas, 

To murder Pyrrhus ? 


SCENE II. 


Hermione, Cleone. 
Her. Oh, Cleone help me! 
What have l done? Is Pyrrhus yet alive? 
Whar ſay'ſt thou ? Ä anſwer me! where is the king? 
Cle. Madam, I ſaw the cruel prince ſer forward, 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still, as he walk'd, his raviſh'd eyes were fixt 
On the fair captive ; while through ſhouting crouds 
She paſs'd along with a dejected air, 
And ſleem'd to mourn her Hector to the laſt. 
Her, Inſulting tyrant ! I ſhall burſt with rage! 
But ſay, Cleone, didſt thou mark him well? L 
Was his brow ſmooth ? ſay, did there not appear 
Some ſhade of grief? ſome little cloud of ſorrow ! 
Did he not ſtop? did he not once look back ? 
Didſt thou approach him? was he not contounded ? 
Did he not - oh, be quick! and tell me all! 
Cle. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought, but love. unguarded he march'd on 
Midſt a promiſcuous throng of friends and foes. 
His cares all turn upon Aſtvazax, 
Whom he has lodg'd within the cittadel, 
Defended by the ſtrength of all his guards. 
Her.Enough !--he dyes !--the traytor !--where's Oreſes? 
Cle. He's in the temp'e, with his whole retinue. 
Her, Is he ſtill reſolute? is he determin'd ? 
Cle. Madam, I fear 
Her. How | is Oreſtes falſe ? 
Does he betray me too? 
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Cleo. A thouſand doubts 
Perplex his ſoul, and wound him with remorſe : 
His virtue and his love prevail by turns, 
Ye told me Pyrrhus ſhould not fall ignobly; 
pyrrhus the warlike ſon of great Achilles. 
He dreads the cenlure of the Grecian ſtates; 
Of all mankind : and fears to ſtain his honour, 
Her. Poor, timorous wretch | tis falſe ! he baſcly fears 
Io cope with dangers, and encounter death: 
am I bright Helen's dau ghtc: ? 
Tovindicate her wrongs all Greece con{pir'd 
for her confederate nations tought, and kings were 
Iny was o'er thrown, and a who'c empire fell. (ſlain; 
My eyes want force to raiſe a lover's arm 
Againſt a tyrant, tl.at has dat d to wrong mc | 
Cle. Madam, like Helen, truſt your caule to Greece, 
Her, No 3 I'll avenge my ſelf; I'll to the temple 3 
[| over turn the altar, ſtab the prieſt : 
[|] hurl deſt ruction, like a whirlwind, round me! 
They muſt not wed ! they mult not live! they ſhall not 
Let me be gone ! | have no time to loſe ! 
Sand off! with-hold me not! I'm all diſtraction 
Oh Pyrrhus, tyrant, traytor! thou ſhalt bleed. 


SCENE HI 


Hermione, Cleone, Oreftes, 
Oreft, Madam, tis done: your orders arc obcycd : 
Ide tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 
Her. Is Pyrrhus flain? 
Oreft. Even now he gaſps in death. 
Our Greeks, all undiſtinguiſh'd in the croud, 
Fock'd to the temple, and diſpers'd themſelwes 
On every fide the altar: I was there: 
Pyrrbus obſerv'd me, with a haughty eye; 
And, proud to triumph over Greece in me, 
from his own brows he took the diadem, 
And bound it on the temples of his captive. 
Receive, ſaid he, my crown; reccive my faith; 
Minc and my people's ſovereign for cvcr. 
C 4 From 
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From this bleſt hour, a father to your ſon, | 
I'll ſcourge his foes : henceforward be he ſtiled 
The Trojan king. I ſwear it at the altar; 
And call the gods to ratify my vows. 
His ſubjects with loud acclamations ſhook 
The ſpacious dome! our Greeks, enrag'd, cry'd out 
Revenge! revenge! broke through the thronging preſs; 
And ruſh'd tumultuous on th* unguarded king, 
Their eager fury left no work for me. 
Pyrrbus a while oppos'd their claſhing ſwords, 
And dealt his fatal blows on cv'ry fide, 
With manly fiercenels ; till oppreſt by numbers, 
Streaming with blood, all over-gaſh'd with wounds, 
He reel'd,'he gragn'd, and at the altar fel}. 
Haſte, Madam: let us fly! haſte to our ſhips ! 
Theylye unmoor'd : our friends attend us there. 
Her. What have they done! | 
Oreſt. Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more compleat, 
Had Pyrrhus fall'n by me; and had he known, 
Hermione chaſtiſed him by my arm. 
Her. Peacc, monſter, peace ! 
To ſavages, and hol it out in deſarts. 
Would'ſ thou impute to me thy barbarous guilt ? 
Me would'ſt thou make th' accomplice of thy crimes? 
Hence, to thy Greeks ! and boaſt thy foul exploits! 
My ſoul abhors them ! I diſclaim the deed ! 
Be gone ! I know thee not! thou fell barbarian ! 
What had he done? what could provoke thy madnels 
T' afſaflinate ſo great, ſo brave a man 
Who ſer thee on ? 
Oreſt. O, grant me patience, heaven! 
With your own lips did you not curſe the tyrant, 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to deſtroy him ? 
Her. What if, tranſported by my boundleſs paſſion, 
I could not bear to ſee him wed another ? 
Were you obey a jealous woman's phrenzy ? 
You ſhould have dived into my inmoſt thoughts : 
My heart, though full of rage, was free from malice ; 
And all my anger was excels of love. 


go tell thy horrid 
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Why did you take meat my word ? You faw 
The ſtruggles of my ſoul ; you heard me rave. 
You mould have queſtion'd me a thouſand times; 
Yet ſtill have doubted, and ſtill queſtion'd on, 
Before you ventur'd on a life ſo precious, 
oreſt. __ me but ſpeak : — heav'n knows, againſt 
my w 
Her, Why did you not return ? why not conſult me 
A ſecond time? and, undetermin'd ſtill, 
in return, and ſtill find new delays ? 
What had your raſh,officious Greets, dire blood-hounds, 
Todo with my revenge ? what drew you hither, 
Tobring on me the vengeful woes, that haunt you ? 
Are theſe the fruits of your deteſted love? 
Your fatal embaſſy, your hateful preſence 
Drove Pyrrhus to my rival: and deſtroys 
Both him and me. — he might have lov'd me ſtill, 
Had you ne*er interpoſed. avant! be gone! 
And leave me in Epirus. I renounce 
My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind * 
but chiefly I renounce thee ! monſter, thee * 


SCENE IV. 


Oreſtes. 

imlawake! where am I] ſoft, my ſoul : 
de not too raſh. <—— Was that Hermione ? 
Why ſhould her anger thunder againſl me? 
as not this blood-ſhed all by her command 
lim indeed. a moſt outragious monſter ! 
arufhan, murderer, a baſe aſſaſſin ! 
lud all to pleaſe a falſe, ungrateful woman. 
flenceforward let the laws of nations ceaſe 3 
and let the pale, that ſevers right and wrong, 
Things lacred and prophane, be broken down; 

ods in their temples, kings upon their thrones, 
ue not in ſafety, while Oreſles lives. 
0, never more (hall my torn mind be healed, 
Nor taſte the gentle comforts of repolc! 
Adreadful band of gloomy cares ſurround me, 
ad lay ſtrong ſiege to my diſtra ted ſoul. : 
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SCENE V. 0 

Nay 

Oreſtes, Pylades, attended by Greeks. One 

Pyl. Haſte, prince; let us be gone; tis death to ſtay, P 
Andromache reigns queen: ſhe gives th' alarm, His1 
And vows revenge upon the foes of Pyrrhus. 0 


The people arm and muſter in the ſtreets : 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to ſecure our flight. 
We muſt be ſpeedy, Sir. 

Oreſt. You may depart, 
My friends : Hermione and | remain, 
Her cruelty has quite undone me ! o, 
And leave me to my ſelf —— Ill find her out. 


Pyl. Alas, unhappy princeſs ! ſhe is no more: 

Forget her, Sir, and ſave your ſelt with us. | Wh 

Oreſt, Hermione no more 1— all ye powers! 

Pyl. Full of diſorder, wildneſs in her looks, [tis 
With hands expanded, and diſhevell'd hair, doe 
Breathleſs and pale, with ſhrieks ſhe ſought the temple; Hoy 
In the mid-way ſhe met the corpſe of Pyrrhus: She 
She ſtartled at the fight : then, ſtift with horror, Whi 
Gaz'd frightful ! waken'd from the dire amaze, P 
She raiſed her eyes to heav'n with ſuch a look, He. 
As {poke her ſorrows, and reproach'd the gods: 0 
Then plung'd a poignard deep within her breaſt, Wh 
And fell on Pyrrhus, graſping him in death. P 

Oreſt. I thank you, gods — I never could expect 0 
To be ſo wretched |! — you have been induſtrious Tha 
To finiſh your decrees; to make Oreſies | wi 
A dreadful inſtance of your power to puniſh. bla 
I'm ſingled out to bear the wrath of heav'n. AG 

Pyl. You hazard your retreat by theſe delays. My 
The guards will ſoon beſet us. Your complaints Har 
Are vain, and may be fatal, Noy 

Oreſt. True, my friend: And 
And therefore 't was I thank'd the bounteous gods. and 
My fate's accompliſh'd ! — 1 ſhall die content. * 


Oh bear me hence ! — blow, winds! — 


PYl. 


l, 


| Whatenvious hand has clos'd thy wounds? 
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Pyl. Let us be gone. 
The murder'd lovers wait me- hark ! they call! 
Nay if your blood ſtill recks, Ill mingle mine. 
One tomb will hold us all. 
pyl. Alas ! I fear OE 
His ravings will return with his misfortunes. 
ore. I am dizzy ! — clouds ! — quite loſt in utter 
darkneſs! 
Guide me, ſome friendly pilot, through the ſtorm. 
Ibirer! — oh, l freeze! — So. — light returns: 


Tis the grey dawn. See, Pylades ' behold ! — 
lam encompaſt with a ſea of blood! 
The crimſon billows ! oh! my brain's on fire! 


pyl. How is it, Sir ? —— repoſe your ſelf on me. 
Oreſt. Pyrrhus, ſtand off ! what would'ſt thou? — 
how he glares ! 
have 


at thee. 

tis Hermione that ſtrikes. Confuſion! 
She catches Pyrr hus in her arms. Oh, ſave me! 
How terrible ſhe looks ! —— ſhe knits her brow ! 
She frowns me dead : ſhe frights me into madnels ! 
Where am 1 ? who are you ? 

Pyl. Alas, poor prinee ! 
Help to ſupport him. — how he pants for breath 

Oreft, This is moſt kind, my Pylades, — Oh, why, 
Why was I born to give thee endleſs trouble 

Py. All will go well: he ſettle into reaſon. 

Oreft, Who talks of reaſon ? better to have none, 
Than not enough. Run, ſome one, tell my Greeks, 
will not have them touch the king. Now ! — now! 
blaze again! — ſee there ! — look where they come! 
A Goal of furies! how they ſwarm about me! 
My terror! - hide me oh their ſnaky locks ! 
Hark how they hils ! - ſee ! ſee their flaming brands! 
Now they let drive tull at mc | how they grin, 
And ſhake their iron whi ps !--- my cars! what yelling ! 
and ſee Hermione | --- ſhe lets them on! 
Thruſt not your ſcorpions thus into my bolum ! 
Uh! -- 1 am ſtung to death! diſpatch me ſoon ! 


There: 
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Three : — take my heart, Hermione ! — tear it out! 
Disjoint me ! — kill me! — oh, my tortur'd ſoul! — 
Pyl. Kind heav'n reſtore him to his wonted calm! 
Oft have I ſeen him rave: but never thus: 
Quite ſpent ! — aſliſt me, friends, to bear him off, 
Ourtime is ſhort : ſhould his ſtrong rage rerurn, 
Iwould be beyond our power to force him hence. 
Away, my friends! I hear the portal open. 


SCENE VI. 


Phœnix, attended by guar ds. 

All, all are fled ! — Oreſtes is not here 
J riumphant villains ! — the baſe, giddy rabble, 
Whoſe hands ſhould all have becn employ'd with fire 
To waſte the fleet, flock'd round the dying princeſs : 
And, while they ſtand agaze, the Greeks embark, 
Oh, 'tis too plain! this ſacrilegious murder 
Was authoriſed. _—— Th” ambaſſador*s eſcape 
Declares his guilt . Moſt bloody embaſſy 
Moſt une xampled deed ! where, where, ye gods, 
Is majeſty ſecure, it in your temples 
You give it no protection! — ſee; the queen, 


SCENE VII. 


Phenix, Andromache, Cephiſa, with attendants. 
Andr. Yes, ye inhumane Greeks / the time will come, 
When you ſhall dearly pay your bloody deeds ! 
How ſhould the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhas 3 
Pyrrhus, the braveſt man in all your league ; 
The man, whoſe ſingle valour made you triumph. 
Is my child there? 
Ceph. It is the corpſe of Pyrrhus. 
The weeping ſoldiers bear him on their ſhields. 
Andr. IIl- fated prince! roo negligent of life 
And too unwarry of the faithleſs Greeks ! 
Cut off in the freſh, ripening prime of manhood, 
Evca in che pride of life ; thy triumphs new, 


Ang 
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And all thy glorics in full bloflom round thee ! 
The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. 
Ceph. Alas, then will your ſorrows never end! 
Andr. Oh, never ! never — while TI live, my teats 
Willneverceaſe; for I was born to grieve. 
Gre preſent orders for the funeral pomps : (To Phartls 
let him be robed in all his regal ſtate ; 
Pace round him every ſhining mark of honour ; 
lud let the pile, that conſecrates his aſhes, 
Riſe like his fame, and blaze above the clouds, 


SCENE VIIL 


Andromache, Cephiſa, with attendants. 

cb. That ſound proclaims th* arrival of the prince? 
Theguards conduct him trom the cittadel. 

Andr. With open arms I'll meet him! -- Oh,Cephiſa! 
\ ringing joy, mixt with a ſoft concern, 
Aplealurc, which no language can expreſs, 
in eeſtaſie, that mothers only feel, 
Plays round my heart, and * up my ſorrow, 
Like gleams of Sun-ſhine in a louring skie. 

Though plung'd in ills, and exerciſed in care, 
let never let the noble mind deſpair, 
When preſt by dangers, and beſet with foes, 
Thegods their timely ſuccour interpoſe ; 
4nd, when our virtue ſinks, o'crwhelm'd with grief, 
„ | Hunforeſecn expedients bring relief. 


E Þ I: 


EPILOGUE 


Written by Mr Baudgell of the 
Inner- Temple. 


Hope yo own, that with becoming art 
I've play d my game, and topp d the widows part, 
My ſpouſe, poor man ! could not live out the play, 
But dy'd commodiouſly on wedding day: 
Whils 1, his relict, made at one bold fling 
My jelf a princeſs, and young Sty a king. 


You Ladies, who prosract a lover”s pain, 
And hear your ſervants ſigh whole years in vain ; 
Which of you ali would not on marriage venture, 
Might ſhe ſo ſoon upon her jointure enter? 


"Twas a ſtrange ſcape ! had Pyrrhus liv'd till now 
had been finely hamfer'd in my vow. | 
To dye by one's own hand, and fly the charms 
Of love and life in a young monarch”: arm. 
*T were an hard fate ere I had undergone it 
1 might have took one night to think upon it. 


But why, you'll ſay, was all this grief expre/ 
For a firſt husband, laid long ſince at reſt ? 
Why ſo much coldneſs to my kind protector? 
— Ah ladies! had you known the good main Hectot 
Homer will tell you (or I'm mis inform d) 
That, when enrag'd the Grecian camp he ſtorm d, 
To break the ten-fold barriers of the gate 
He threw a ſtone of ſuch prodigious weight, 


4. 
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| 4510 tuo men could lift ; not ev'n of thoſe 
Who in that age of thund'ring mortals roſe : 
I uould have ſprain d a dozen modern beaux. 


It length howe'er I laid my weeds aſide, 
Au ſunt the widow in the well dreſi d bride, 
In you it ſtill remains to grace the play, 

And bleſs with joy my coronation day 

— Take then, ye circles of the brav and fair, 

The fatherle/s and widow to your care, 
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PASTORALS 


Ambroſe Philips, Eſq; 


Noftra nec erubuit Silvas habitare Thalia. Virg. Ecl.6. 


LoBBI1NK. 


To meditate in Shades the Rural Song 
By your Commands; be preſent ; And, 
O, bring 
The Muſe along! The Mule to you 
ſball ſing. 

Begin. — A Shepherd Boy, one Ev'ning fair, 
As Weſtern Winds had cool'd the ſultry Air, 
When as his Sheep within their Fold were peat, 
Thus plain'd him of his dreary Diſcontent; 

So pitiful, that all the Starry Throng, 
Attentive ſeem'd to hear his mournful Song. 

Ah well a Day | How long muſt I endure 

This pining Pain? Or who ſhall work my Cure? 


Fond 
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Fond Love no Cure will have; ſeeks no Repoſe; 

pelightsin Grief; nor any Meaſure knows. 

ind now the Moon begins in Clouds to riſe ; 

ſhe twinkling Stars are lighted in the Skies; 

The Winds are huſh'd ; the Dews diſtil; and Sleep 

with ſoft Embrace has ſciz'd my weary Sheep. 

I lonly, with the prouling Wolf, conftrain'd 

; | AlNighrto wake. Wich Hunger is he pain'd, 
uud I with Love. His Hunger he may tame: 

jut who in Love can ſtop the growing Flame? 

Whilome did I, all as this Pop'lar fair, 

3 | Up-raiſe my heedleſs Head, devoid of Care, 

Mong ruſtick · Routs the chief for wanton Game; 

| Nor could they merry make, *rill Lobbin came, 


Who bettet ſeen, than I, in Shepherds Arts, 

Topleaſe the Lads, and win the Laſſes Hearts ? 

How deffly to my Oaten Reed ſo (ſweet, 

Wont they, upon the Green, to ſhift their Feet ? 

lud, when the Dance was done, how would they yearn 

dme well deviſed Tale from me to learn? 

for, many Songs and Tales of Mirth had I, 

Tochaſe the lingring Sun adown the sky. 

— ux, ah! fince Lucy coy has wrought her Spite 

Within my Heart; unmindful of Delight, 

The Jolly Grooms I fly; and all alone 

To Rocks and Woods pour forth my fruitleſs Moan. 

0h quit thy wonted Scorn, relentleſs Fair! 

2 tre, lingring long, I periſh thro” Deſpair. 

id, tlad Roſalind been Miſtreſs of my Mind, 

Ibo not ſo fair, ſhe would have been more kind. 

ou | O chin k, unwitting Maid, while yet is Time, 
fiow flying Years impair our Youthful Prime 

Thy Virgin Bloom will not for ever ſtay ; 

ind flowers, tho? left ungather'd, will decay. 

eFlow'rs a · new returning Seaſons bring; 
bur Beauty faded has no ſecond Spring. 
My Words are Wind! She, deaf to all my Cries, 

Takes Pleaſure in the Miſchief of her Eyes. 

Like Frisking Heifers, looſe in Flow'ty Meads, 
where-c'cr her roving Fancy leads; 

nd Yer 


a | 
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Yer till from me. Ah me, the tireſome Chace 
While, wing'd with Scorn, ſhe flies my fond Embrace: 
She flies indeed: But ever leaves behind, 
Fly where ſhe will, her Likeneſs in my Mind. 
Ah turn thee then! Unthinking Damſel! Why, 
Thus from the Youth, who loves Thee, ſhould'ſt thou 
No cruel Purpoſe in my Speed I bear: (fl? 
"Tis all but Love; and Love why ſhould'ſt thou feat 
What idle Fears a Maiden Breaſt alarm! 
Stay, ſimple Girl ! a Lover cannot harm, 
Two Kidlings, ſportive as thy ſelf, I rear; 
Like tender Buds their ſhooting Horns appear. 
A Lambkin too, purc white, 1 breed, as tame, 
As my fond Heart could with my ſcornful Dame. 
A Garland. deck'd with all the Pride of May, 
Sweet as thy Breath, and as thy Beauty gay, 
I'll weave, But why theſe unavailing Pains ? 
The Gifts alike and Giver ſhe diſdains. 
O would my Gifts but win her wanton Heart 
Oh could I half the Warmth 1 feel impart! 
How would I wander ev'ry Day to find 
The ruddy Wildings! Were but Lucy kind, 
For groſſy Plumbs I'd climb the knotty Tree, 
And of freſh Hony rob the thrifty Bee: | 
Or, if thou deign to live a Shepherdeſs, 
Thou Lobbin's Flock, and Lobbin ſhall poſſcſs. 
Fair is my Flock ; not yet uncomely I, 
If liquid Fountains flatter not : And why 
Should liquid Fountains flatter us? Yet ſhow 
The bord'ring Flow*rs leſs beauteous than they grow. 
O come, my Love! nor think th Employment mean, 
The Dams to milk, and little Lambkins wean; 
To drive a- Field by Morn the fat'ning Ewes, 
E're the warm Sun drinks up the cooly Dews. 
How would the Crook beſcem thy beauteous Hand! 
How would my Younglins round thee gazing ſtand* 
Ah witleſs Younglins ! gaze not on her Eye, 
Such heedleſs Glances are the Cauſe I die. 
Nor trow I when this bitter Blaſt will end ; 
Or if kind Love will ever me betriend. 


Sleep, 
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; Neep, my Flock; For, happy you may take 
ce. leur Reſt, tho nightly thus your Maſter wake. 
Now, to the waining Moon, the Nightingale 
n doleful Ditties told her piteous Tale. 
ſhe Love · ſick Shepherd liſt'ning found Relief, 
on f esd with ſo ſweet a Partner in his Grief; 
ly? fil by degrees her Notes and filent Night 
o Slumbers ſoft his heavy Heart invite. 


** 
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J— 


THENOT. COLINET. 


THENOT. 


HY cloudy Looks why melting thus in Tears; 
T Unſeemly, now that Heav'n ſo blithe appears ? 
Why in this mournful Manner art thou found, 
Vathankful Lad, when all things ſmile around? 
fear how the Lark and Linnet jointly ſing 
Their Notes ſoft · warb' ling to the gladſome Spring. 


Colin Er. 


mw. | Tho' ſoft their Notes, not ſo my way ward Fate: 
en, Vor Lark would ſing, nor Linnet in my ſtate. 

uch Creature to his proper Tasł is born; 

ksthey to Mirth and Muſick, I to mourn. 

Vaking, at midnight, I my Woes renew, 

ind with my Tears increaſe the falling Dew. 


THENOT. 


Small Cauſe, I ween, has luſty Youth to plain; 
or who may then the weight of Age ſuſtain, 


cep, 


When, 
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When, as our waining Strength does daily ceaſe, 
The tireſome Burden doubles its Increaſe ? 
Yertho* with Years my Body downwards tend, 
As trees beneath their Fruit in Autumn bend; 

My Mind a chearful temper ſtill retains, 

Spire of my ſnowy Head and icy Veins : 

For, why ſhould Man at crols Miſhaps repine, 
Sour all his Sweet, and mix with Tears his Wine 
But ſpeak : For much it may relieve thy Woe 

To let a Friend thy inward Ailment know. 


 COLINET. 


"Twill idly waſte thee, Thenot, a whole Day, 
Should'ſt thou give Ear to all my Grief can ſay. 
Thy Ewes will wander, and thy heedleſs Lambs 
Wich loud Complaints require their abſent Dams. 


THENOT, 


There's Lightfoot, he ſhall tend them cloſe; andi, 
'T wixt whales, a-crols the Plain will glance mine Eye. 


COLIN ET. 


Where to begin I know not, where to end: 
Scarce does one ſmiling hour my Youth attend, 
Tho' few my Days, as my own Follies ſhow, 
Yet all thoſe Days are clouded o'er with Woe: 
No Gleam of happy Sun ſhine does appear, 

My low'ring Sky, and Wintry Days, to chcar. 

My piteous Plight, in yonder Naked Tree, 

That bears the Thunder Scar, too well I ſce : 

Quite deſtitute it ſtands of Shelter kind, 

The mark of Storms and Sport of ev'ry Wind: 

Its riven Trunk feels not th Approach ot Spring, 
Nor any Birds among the Branches ſing, 

No more beneath thy Shade ſhall Shepherds throng 
Wich Merry Tale, or Pipe, or pleaſing Song. 


Unhapp) 


di, 


app) 
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Tree! And more unhappy I! 
— from me, alike the Shepherds fly. 


THENOT., 


dure thou in ſome ill · choſen Hour was't born, 
When blighting Mil-dews ſpoil the rifing Corn; 
or when the Moon, by Witchcraft charm'd,forcſhows 
Thro' ſad Eclipſe a various Train of Woes. 
batimely born, ill Luck Betides thee ſtill. 


COLINET. 
And can there, Thenot, be a greater 11] ? 
THENOT. 


Nor Wolf, nor Fox, nor Rot amongſt our Sheep; 
from theſe the Shepherd's Care his Flock may keep: 


againſt ill Luck all cunning Foreſight fails; 
Whether we ſleep or wake, it nought avails. 


CoLINET. 


Ah me the while! Ah me the luckleſs Day! 
Ah luckleſs Lad ! the rather might I ſay. 
Unbappy Hour! when firſt, in Youthful Bud, 
[left the fair Sabrina's filver Flood: | 
billy 1! more filly than my Sheep, 

Vhich on thy flow'ry Banks I once did keep. 
dytet are thy Banks! Oh when ſhall I once more 
Wich longing Eyes review thy flow'ry Shore? 
Vhen, in the Cryſtal of thy Waters, ſec 
My Face, grown wan thro? Care and Miſery ? 

I ſee my Hut, the ſmall Abode 
Myſelf had rais'd and cover'd o'er with Sod ? 
Tho' {mall it be, a mean and humble Cell, 
lan there room for Peace and me to dwell. 


TaPp 
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THENoOT, 


And what the Cauſe that drew thee firſt away? 
From thy lov'd Home what tempted thee to tray 


CoLINET. 


Alewd Deſire ſtrange Lands and Swains to knoy-: 
Ah God! that ever I ſhould cover Woe! 
With wand' ring Feet unbleſs'd, and fond of Fame, 
I ſought I know not what, beſides a Name. 


THENGT. 


Or, ſooth ro ſay, did thou not hither roam 
In hopes of Wealth, thou cou'dſt not find at Home? 
A Rolling Stone is ever bare of Moſs ; 
And, to x Ax Coſt, green Years Old Proverbs croks, 


GCULLINE 1, 


Small Need there was, in flattering Hopes of Gain, 
To drive my pining Flock athwart the Plain 
To diſtant Cam: Fine Gain at length, I trow, 
To hoard up to my ſelf ſuch deal of Woe! 


My Sheep quite ſpent thro* Travel and ill Fare, | 


And, like their Keeper, ragged grow and bare: 
Here, on cold Earth ro make my Nightly Bed, 
And on a bending Willow reſt my Head, 

Tis hard to bear the pinching Cold with Pain, 
And hard is Want to the unpraQtis'd Swain: 
But neither Want, nor pinching Cold is hard, 
To blaſting Storms of Calumny compar'd ; 
Unkind as Hail it falls, whoſe pelting Showr's 
Deſtroy the tender Herb and budding Flowr's. 


Tut 


F 


LFFHPF FTF. 


| Menalcas ſeems to like my ſimple Strain; 
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THENOT, 


Slander, we Shepherds count the greateſt Wrong; 
For, what wounds ſoret than an evil Tongue? 


CoLINET. 


Untoward Lads, who Pleaſure take in Spite, 2 
Make mock of all the Ditties I endite. 
In vain, O Colinet, thy Pipe, ſo ſhrill, 
Charms ev'ry Vale, and gladdens ev'ry Hill: 
ln vain thou ſeeł ſt the Cov'rings of the Grove, 
In the cool Shades to ſing the Heats of Love: 
No Paſſion, but rau Envy, canſt thou move. 
Sing what thou wilt, ill Naw will prevail; 
And ey'ry Elf has Skill enough to rail. 
But yet, tho* poor and artleſs is my Vein, 


And long as he is pleas'd to hear my Song, 

That to Menalcas does of right belong; 

Nor Night, nor Day, ſhall my rude Muſick ceaſc ; 
| akno more, ſo I Menalcas pleaſe. 


THEXOT. 


Menalcas, Lord of all the Neighb'ring Plains, 
Preſerves the Sheep, and o'er the Shepherds reigns. 
for him our Yearly Wakes and Feaſts we hold, 

And chuſe the fatteſt Firſtling from the Fold. 
Hie, good to all that good deſerve, ſhall give 
Thy Flock to feed, and thee at eaſe to live ; 
Shall curb the Malice of unbridled Tongues, 
And with due Praiſe reward the Rural Songs. 


COLINET. 


|  Firſtthen ſhall lightſome Birds forget to fly; 


Tur] The 


Ine Priny Ocean turn to Paſtures dry, 
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And ey'ry rapid River ceaſe to flow 
Ere l 22 of Menalcas grow. 


THENOT. 


This Night thy Cares with me forget ; and fold 
Thy Flock with mine, to ward th'injurious Cold, 
Sweet Milk and clouted Cream, ſoft Cheeſe and 
With ſome remaining Fruit of laſt Year's Hoard, 
Shall be our Ev'ning Fare ; And for the Night, 
Sweet Herbs and Moſs, that gentle Sleep invite, 
And now bchold the Sun's departing Ray 
O'er yonder Hill, the fign of Ebbing Day. 

With Songs the jovial Hinds return from Plow, 
And unyoak'd Heifers, pacing hozieward, low. 


1110 
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ALBINO. 


W HE N Virgil thought no Shame the Dorick Reed 
To tune, and Flocks on Mantuan Plains to feed, 
With young Auguſtus Name he grac'd his Song; 
And Spencer, when amidſt the Rural Throng 

He carol'd ſweet, and graz'd along the Flood 
Of gentle Thames, made ev'ry ſounding Wood 
With good Eliza's Name to ring — z 
Eliza's Name on ev'ry Tree was found. 

Since then, thro' Anna's Cares at eaſe we live, 
And ſee our Cattle in full Paſtures thrive 

Like them will I my lender Muſick raiſe, 

And teach the Vocal Vallics Anna's Praiſe. 
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Mean time on Oaten Pipe a lowly Lay, 
While my Kids brouze, obſcure in Shades I play : 
jet not obſcure, while Dor jet thinks not ſcorn 
To viſit Woods, and Swains ignobly born. 

Two Country Swans, both Muſical, both Young, 
In Friendſhip's Mutual Bonds united long, 
Retir'd within a Moſſy Cave, to ſhun 
d, | The Croud of Shepherds, and the Noon-day Sun, 
4 Melancholy Thought poſſeſs d their Mind: 
Revolving now the ſolemn Day they find, 
When young Albino dy d. His Image dear 
Bedews their Cheek with many a trickling Tear ; 
To Tears they add the Tribute of their Verſc ; 
Theſe Angelot, thoſe Palin did rehearſe. 


ANGELOT. 


Thus Yearly circling by paſt Times return; 

— | And Yearly thus Albino's Fate we mourn : 

Albinos Fate was carly, ſhort his ſtay ; 

How ſweet the Roſe! How ſpeedy the — f 
Can we forget how ev ry Creature moan'd, 

And ſympathizing Rocks in Eccho groan'd, 

Prelaging future Woe, when, for Our Crimes, 

Weloſt Albino, Pledge of peaceful Times? 

The Pride of Britain, and the Darling Joy 

Of all the Plains and ev'ry Shepherd Boy. | 

No joyous Pipe was heard, no Flocks were ſcen, 

eed | Nor Shepherds found upon the Graſſy Green; 

feed, No Cattle graz'd the Field, nor drunk the Flood, 

No Birds were heard to warble thro” the Wood. 
In yonder gloomy Grove ſtretch'd out he lay, 

fis beauteous Limbs upon the dampy Clay, 

The Roſes on his pallid Checks decay d, 

ind o er his Lips a livid Hue diſplay d: 

beating around him lye his penſive Sheep, 

ind mourning Shepherds come in Crouds to weep ; 

The pious Mother comes, with Grief opprelſs'd ; 

le, conſcious Trees and Fountains, can atteſt 

Vith what ſad Accents and what moving Cries 

Mean dee fl d the Grove, and importun'd the Skies; Pp 

D 
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And ev'ry Star upbraided with his Death, 

When in her Widow'd Arms, devoid of Breath, 
She claſp*d her Son. Nor did the Nymph for this 
Place in her Dearling's Welfare all her Bliſs, 
And teach him Young the Sylvan Crook to wield, 
And rule the Peaceful Empire of the Field. 

As Milk-white Swans on Silver Streams do ſhow, 
And Silver Streams to grace the Meadows flow : 
As Corn the Vales, and Trees the Hills adorn, 

So thou to thine an Ornament was born. 

Since thou, delicious Youth, didſ quit the Plains, 
Th' ungrateful Ground we till with fruitleſs Pains ; 
In labour'd Furrows ſow the Choice of Wheat, 
And over empty Sheaves in Harveſt ſweat ; 

A thin Increaſe our woolly Subſtance yield, 

And Thorns and Thiſtles overſpread the Field. 

How all our Hopes are fled, like Morning Dew 
And we but in our Thoughts thy Manhood view. 
Who now ſhall teach the pointed Spear to throw, 
To whirl the Sling, and bend the ſtubborn Bow? 
Nor doſt thou live to bleſs thy Mother's Days, 
And ſhare the Sacred Honours of her Praiſc : 

In Foreign Fields to purchaſe endleſs Fame, 
And add new Glories to the Britiſp Name. 

O peaceful may thy gentle Spirit reſt! 

And flow'ry Turf lie Light upon thy Breaſt ; 
Nor ſhricking Owl, nor Bat fly round thy Tomb, 
Nor Midnight Fairies there to revel come. 


Palin. 


No more, miſtaken Angelot, complain; 
Albino lives, and all our Tears are vain. 
And now the Royal Nymph, who bore him, deigns 
To bleſs the Fields, and rule the fimple Swains, 
While from above propitious he looks down. 
For this the Golden Skies no longer frown, 
The Planets ſhine indulgent on our Iſle, 
And Rural Pleaſures round about us ſmile. 
Hills, Dales and Woods with ſhrilling Pipes reſound; 


The Boys and Virgins dance with Garlands n. 
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And hail Albino bleſt : The Vallies ring 

Albino bleſt : O now ! ifever, bring 

The Laurel green, the ſmelling Eglantine, 

And tender Branches from the mantling Vine, 
The dewy Cowſlip, that in Meadows grows, 

The Fountain Violet and Garden Roſe; 

Your Hamlets ſtrew, and ev'ry publick Way, 

And conſecrate to Mirth Albino's Day. 

My ſelf will laviſh all my little Store, 

And deal about the Goblet, flowing o'er ; 

Old Moulin there ſhall harp, young Mico ſing, 

And Cuddy dance the Round amidſt the Ring, 
And Hobbinol his Antick Gambols play. 

Tothce theſe Honours Yearly will we pay, 

When we our ſhearing Feaſt and Harveſt keep, 

To ſpeed the Plow, and bleſs our thriving Sheep. 
While Mallow Kids and Endive Lambs purlue ; 
While Bees love Thyme, and Locuſts fip the Dew, 
While Birds delight in Woods their Notes to ſtrain , 
Thy Name and ſweet Memorial ſhall remain. 


The Fourth Paſtoral. 


Mico. AKGoL. 
M1co. 


1 IS Place may ſeem for Shepherds Leiſure made? 
So lovingly theſe Elms unite their Shade. 
Tt” ambitious Woodbine, how it climbs, to breath 
Its balmy Sweets around on all beneath 
The Ground with Graſs of chearful Green beſpread, 
Thro which the ſpringing Flow'r up- rears its Head. 
Lo here the King-Cup, of a Golden Hue, 
Medly'd with Daiſies white, and Endive blue. 
Hark how the gawdy Gold-finch, and the Thruſh, 
With tuneful Warblings fill that Bramble-Buſh ! 
In pleaſing Conſorts all the Birds combine, 
And tempt us in the various Song to join. 
D 2 Up, 
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Up, Argol, then; and to thy = apply 

Thy mellow Pipe, or Vocal Mulick try: 

And, fince our Ewes have graz'd, no harm, if they 
Lic round and liſten, while their Lambkins play. 


AKkGOL, 


The Place indeed gives Pleaſance to the Eye ; 
And Pleaſance works the Singer's Fancy high: 
The Fields breath ſweet; and now the gentle Breez 
Moves ey'ry Leaf, and trembles thro? the Trees. 

So ſweet a Scene ill ſuits my ruggid Lay, 
And better firs the Muſick thou canſt play. 


Mico, 


No Skill of Muſick can I, ſimple Swain, 
No fine Device thine Ear to entertain; 
Albeit ſome deal I pipe, rude tho' it be, 
Sufficient to divert my Sheep and me, 
Yer Colinet (and Colinet has Skill) 
My fingers guided on the runeful Quill, 
And try'd to teach me on what Sounds to dwell, 
And where to fink a Note, and where to ſwell. 


AR 601. 


Ah Mico ! half my Flock would I beſtow, 
Would Colinet to me his Cunning ſhow. 
So trim his Sonnets are, I prithee Swain, 
Now give us once a Sample of his Strain 
For, Wonders of that Lad the Shepherds ſay, 
How ſweet his Pipe, how raviſhing his Lay : 
The Sweetneſs of his Pipe and Lay rehearſe, 
And ask what Gift thou pleaſeſt for thy Verle. 


Mico. 


Since then thou liſt, a mourntul Song I chuſe; 
A mournful Song becomes a mournful Muſe. 
Faſt by a River, on a Bank he ſate, 
To weep a lovely Maid's untimely Fate, 
Fair Stella hight; A lovely Maid was ſhe, 
Whoſe Fate he wept; a faithful Shepherd he. 


Awake 


— 
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Awake my Pipe; in ev'ry Note expreſs 
Fair Stellas Death, and Coliner's Diſtreſs. 
O woful Day ! O Day of Woe! quoth he; 
And woful 1, who live the Day to ſee 
That ever ſhe could dic! O moſt unkind, 
To go, and leave thy Coliner behind 
And yer, why blame [ her ? full fain would ſhe, 
With dying Arms, have claſp'd her ſelf to me: 
|claſp'd her too; but Death was all roo — 
Nor Vows, nor Tears, could fleeting Life prolong. 
Teach me to grieve, with bleating Moan, my Sheep; 
Teach me, thou ever · flowing Stream, to weep ; 
Teach me, ye faint, ye hollow Winds, to ſigh; 
And let my Sorrows teach me how to die: 
Nor Flock, nor Stream, nor Winds, can cer relieve 
A Wretch like me, for ever born to grieve. 
Awake my Pipe; inev'ry Note expreſs 
Fair Stella's Death, and Colinet's Diſtreſs. 
Ye brighter Maids, faint Emblems of my Fair, 
With Looks caſt down, and with diſhevel'd Hair, 
In bitter Anguiſh beat your Breaſts, and moan 
Her hour untimely, as it were your own, 
Alas! the fading Glories of your Eyes 
In vain we doat upon, in vain you prize: 
For, tho? your Beauty rule the filly Swain, 
And in his Heart like little Queens you reign; 
Yet Death will ev'n that ruling Beauty kill, 
As ruthleſs Winds the tender Bloſſoms ſpill. 
If either Muſick's Voice, or Beauty's Charm, 
Could make him mild, and ſtay his lifted Arm ; 
My Pipe her Face, her Face my Pipe ſhould ſave, 
Redeeming thus each other from the Grave. 
Ah fruitlels Wiſh 3 cold Death's up- lified Arm 
No Muſick can perſuade nor Beauty charm : 
For ſee (O baletul Sight!) ſee where ſhe lies 
The budding Flo w'r, unkindly blaſted, dies. 
Awake my Pipe; in ev'ry Note expreſs 
Fair Stella's Death, and C. linet's Diſtreſs. 
Unhappy Colinet! What boots thee now 
To weave freſh Garlands for the Damſel's Brow ? 
Throw 
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Throw by the Lilly, Daffadil and Roſe; F 
One of black Yew, and Willow pale, compoſe, 4 
With baneful Henbane, deadly Night-ſhade dreſt V 
A Garland, that may witneſs thy Unreſt. A 
My Pipe, whoſe ſoothing Sound could Paſſion more, 
And firſt taught Stellas Virgin Heart to love, 

Untun' d, ſhall hang upon this blaſted Oak, 

Whence Owls their Dirges ſing, and Ravens croak: 

Nor Lark, nor Linnet, ſhall by Day delight, 
Nor Nightingale divert my Moan by Night ; | 
The Night and Day ſhall undiſtinguiſh'd be ] 
Alike to Stella, and alike ro me. 

Thus ſweetly did the gentle Shepherd ſing, D. 
And heavy Woe within ſoft Numbers bring: 0 
And now the Shcep-Hook for my Song I crave. T 

Ax Gol. A 

Not this, but one much fairer ſhalt thou have, Be 
Of ſcaſon'd Elm ; where Studs of Braſs appear, W 
To ſpeak the Giver's Name, the Month and Year ; A 
The Hook of polith'd Steel, the Handle turn'd, W 
And richly by the Graver's Skill adorn'd. As 

O, Colinet, how ſweet thy Grief to hear Ar 

| How does thy Verſe ſubdue the liſt'ning Ear At 
Not half ſo ſweet are Midnight Winds that move Ti 
In drowſie murmurs o'er the waving Grove; Ar 
Nor dropping Waters, that in Grots diſtil, Tt 
And with a tinkling Sound their Caverns fill ; In 
So ſing the Swans, that in ſoft Numbers waſte 
Their dying Breath, and warble to the laſt. Tt 
And next to thee ſhall Mzco bear the Bell, | Yo 
Thar can repeat thy pecrleſs Verſe ſo well. Ar 

Burt ſee the Hills increaſing Shadows caſt : 
The Sun, 1 wean, is leaving us in haſte; = 
His weakly Rays but glimmer thro' the Wood, W 
And bluciſh Mitts ariſe from yonder Flood. Tt 

MicCo. By 

Then ſend our Curs to gather up the Sheep: 8 
Good Shepherds with their Flock: betimes ſhould 2 

| or, 


For, 
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For, he t hat late lies down, as late will riſe, 

And, Sluggard-like, till Noon-day ſnoring lyes, 
While in their Folds his injur'd Ewes complain, 
And after dewy Paſtures bleat in vain. 


Ihe Fifth Paſtoral. 


Cu pu. 


N Rural Strains we firſt our Muſick try, 
| And, baſhful, into Woods and Thickets fly, 
Diſtruſt ful of our Skill. Vet, if thro' Time 
Our Voice improving gain a Pitch Sublime, 
Thy growing Virtues, Sack vil, (ball engage 
My riper Verſe, and my more ſettled Age. 

The Sun, now mounted to the Noon of Day, 
Began to ſhoot direct his burning Ray, 
When, with the Flocks,thcir Feeders ſought the Shade, 
A Venerable Oak, wide-ſpreading, made. 
What ſhuuld they do to paſs the loit'ring Time? 
As fancy led, each form'd his Talc in Rhyme; 
And ſome the Joys, and ſome the Pains of Love, 
And ſome to ſer out ſtrange Adventures ſtrove 
The Trade of Wizzards ſome, and Merlin's Skill, 
And whence to charm ſuch Empire o'er the Will. 
Then Cuddy laſt (who Cuddy can excel, 
In near Device ?) his Tale began to tell. 

When Shepherds flouriſh d in Eliza's Reign, 
There liv'd in great Eſteem a jolly Swain, 
Young Colin Clout; who well could pipe and ſing, 


And by his Notes invite the lagging Spring. 


He, as his Cuſtom was, at leiſure laid 
In ſilent Shade, without a Rival play'd. 
Drawn by the Magick of th* inticing Sound, 
What Crouds of mute Admirers flock'd around 
The Steerlings left their Food; and Creatures wild 
By Nature form'd, inſenſibly grew mild. 
He makes the Birds in Troops about him throng, 
And loads th* neighb ring branclics with his Song. 
Among 


68 FirTH PASTORAL, 
Among the reſt, a Nightingale of Fame, 

Jealous, and fond of Praiſe, to liſten came. Whi 
She turn'd her Ear; and Emulous, with Pride, Nov 
Like Eccho, to the Shepherd's Pipe reply'd. He ſ 
The Shepherd heard with Wonder ; and again, Not 
Totry her more, renew'd his various Strain, The 
| 1o all his various Strain ſhe ſhapes her Throat, The 
| And adds peculiar Grace to ev*ry Note. And 
If Colin in complaining Accents grieves, The 
Or brisker Motion to his Meaſure gives; The 
If gentle Sounds he modulates, or itrong, His 
She, not a little vatn, repeats his Song; And 
But ſo repeats, that Colin half deſpis d No 
His Pipe and Skill, ſo much by others priz'd, Like 
And, ſweeteſt Songſter of the Winged kind, And 
What Thanks, ſaid he, what Praiſes can I find Ani 
To equal thy melodious Voice? In thee He 
The Rudeneſs ot my Rural Fife I fee; Ani 
From thee I learn to vaunt no more my skill. Thi 
Aloftin Air ſhe fate, provoking till WI 
The vanquiſh'd Swain : Provok d at laſt, he ſtrove | 
To lhew the little Minſtrel of the Grove, An 
His utmoſt Art; if ſo ſome ſmall Eſteem She 
He might obtain, and Credit loſt, redeem. An 
He draws in Breath, his riſing Brealt to fill; Th 
Thro” all the Wood his Pipe is heard to ſhrill. She 
From Note to Note in haſte his Fingers fly; He 
Still more and more his Numbers multiply; In 
And now they trill, and now they fall and riſe, He 
And ſwift and flow they change, with ſweet Surprize, | His 
Attentive ſhe docs ſcarce the Sounds retain, Ho 
But to her {elf firſt cons the puzzling Strain; N 
And tracing careful, Note by Note, repays Sh 
The Shepherd in his own harmonious Lays : An 
ihro*ev'ry changing Cadence runs at length, 0; 
And adds in ſwectneſs, what fhe wants in ſtrength. Do 
[ Then Celia threw his Fife diſgrac'd aſide ; | 
„ While ſhe loud Triumph ſings, proclaiming wide Ar 
| Her mighty Conqueſt, What could Colis more? An 
A le Harp of Maple Ware he bore ; RY | An 
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Harp it ſelf was Old, but Newly ſtrung, 
— uſual he a-croſs his Shoulders hung, 
Now take, delightful Bird, my laſt farewel, 
Heſaid 3 and lcarn from hence, thou doſt excel 
No trivial Artiſt. And at that he wound 
The murm'ring Strings, and ordet d ev'ry Sound. 
Then earneſt to his Inſtrument he bends, 

And both his Hands upon rhe Strings extends, 

The Strings obey his Touch, and various move, 

Thelow'r an{w'ring ſtill ro thoſe above. 

His reſtleſs Fingers traverſe to and fro, 

Andin purſuit of Harmony they go; 

Now lightly skimming, o'er the Strings they pals, 

Like Winds. that gently bruſh the plying Grals, 

and melting Airs ariſe at their Command; 

And now, laborious, with a weighty Hand 

He finks into the Cords with ſolemn Pace, 

And gives the ſwelling Tones a Manly Grace 

Then, intricate he blends agreeing Sounds, 

While Muſick thro' the trembling Harp abounds, 
The double Sounds the Nightingale perplex, 

And pos'd. She does her troubled Spirits vex. 

She warbles diffident, twixt Hope and Fear, 

And birs1mpertc& Accents, here and there. 

Then Colin play*d again, and playing Sung. 

She, with the Fatal Love of Glory ſtung, 

Hears all in Pain: her Heart begins to twell ; 

In piteous Notes ſhe ſighs, in Notes that tell 

Her bitter Anguiſh. He, (till ſinging, plies 

His limber Joints : Her Sorrows higher riſe. 

How ſhall the bear a Conqu'ror, who before 

No equal, thru” the Grove, in Mulick bore ? 


69 


She droops, and hangs her flagging Wings, and moans, 


And fetches from her breaſt melodious Groans. 
Oppreſs'd with Grief at laſt, too great to quell, 
Down breathleſs on the guilty Harp ſhe fell. 

Then Colin loud lamented o'er the Dead, 
And unavailing Tears profuſely ſhed, 
And broke his wicked Strings, and curs'd his Skill 


| And, beſt to make Attonement for the ill, 


(ir 
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(If for ſuch ill Aronement might be made) 
He builds her Tomb bencath a Laurel Shade : 
Then adds a Verſe, and ſets with Flow'rs the Ground, 
And makes a Fence of winding Oſiers round: 
AVerſe and Tomb is all I now can give, 
And here thy Name at leaſt, he ſaid, ſhall live. 
Thus ended Cuddy with the ſerting Sun, 
And by his Tale unenvy'd Praiſes won. 


The Sixth Paſtoral. 


— 


GERON, HOBBINOI, LANQUET, 
GER ON, 


O W ſtill the Seca ! behold 3 how calm the Sky! 
And how, in ſportive Chale, the Swallows fly! 

My Goats, ſecure from harm, no Tendance need, 
While high on yonder hanging Rock they feed: 
And here below, rhe Banky Shore along, 
Your Heiters graze; and l to hear your Song 
Diſpos'd. As eldett, Hobbinol, begin; 
And Lanquet s Under Song by turns come in 


Hor HN ol. 

Let others meanly ſtake upon their Skill, 
Or Kid, or Lamb, or Goa, or what they Win; 
For Praite Wc ing, nor Wager ought beñ de: 
And, whole the I raile, let Ccron'. Lips decide. 


LANQUE Te 


To GeronTImy Voice and Skil. commend : 
Unbiaſs'd hc, to both his cqual Friend. 
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GERON. 


Begin then, Boys, and vary well your Song; 
Nor tear, from Geron's upright Sentence, wrong. 
Boxen Haut- Boy, loud, and ſweet of Sound, 

All varniſh'd, and with brazen Ringlets bound, 
[to the Victor give: No ſmall Re ward, 
It with our uſual Country Pipes compar'd. 


HoBBlNOL. 


The Snows are melted, and the kindly Rain 
Neſcends on ev*ry Herb, and ev'ry Grain; 
Soft balmy Breezes breath along the Sky : 
The bloomy Scaſon of the Year is nigh. 


L ANQUET, 


The Cukoo tells aloud her painful Love; 
The Turtle's Voice is heard in ev'ry Grove; 
The Paſtures change; the warbling Linnets fing : 
Prepareto welcome in the gaudy Spring. 


HoEBlNnoOL, 
When Locuſts in the Ferny Buſhes cry, 


When Ravens pant, and Snakes in Caverns lye ; 
Then graze in Woods, and quit the burning Plain; 


| Elſzſhall ye preſs the ſpungy Tear in vain. 


LANQUET. 


When Greens to Yellow vary, and you ſee 
The Ground beſtrew'd with Fruits off ev'ry Tree, 
And ſtormy Winds are heard; think Winter ncar, 
Nor truſt too far to the declining Year, 


Hos 
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HoBBIN Ot. 


Full fain, O bleſt Eliza! would I praiſe 
Thy Maiden Rule, and Albion's Golden Days. 
Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the Shepherds Friend; 
Eternal Bleſſings on his Shade atrend ! 


LANQUET. 


Thrice happy Shepherds now : for Dorſet love: 
The Country Mule, and our delightful Groves; 
While Anna reigns. O ever may She reign ! 

And bring on Earth a Golden Age again. 


HoBBINOL, 


I love in ſecret all a beauteous Maid, 
And have my Love in ſecret all repaid. 
This coming Night ſhe does reſerve tor me. 
Divinc her Name; and thou the Victor be. 


LANQUET. 


Mild as the Lamb, and harmleſs as the Dove, 
True as the Turtle, is the Maid 1 love. 
How we in ſecret love, I ſhall not ſay, 
Divine her Name; and I give up the Day. 


HoBBINOL, 

Soft, ona Cowſlip Bank, my Love and i, 
1cgether lay: a Brook ran murm'ring by, 
4 Thouſand tender Things to me ſhe laid 3 

And la Thouland render Ihings repaid. 


LaxQuer. 


In Summer Shade, beneath the Cocking Hay, 
What ſoft, endearing Words did the not lay ? 


Hl 
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Her Lap, with Apron deck d; ſhe kindly ſpread, 
And froak d my Cheeks, and lull'd my leaning Head. 


HoBBINOL. 


Breath ſoft, ye Winds, ye Waters gently flow; 
thield her, ye Trees, ye Flowers around her grow; 
Ye Swains, I beg you, paſs in Silence by; 

My love in yonder Vale aſleep does lye. 


LANQUET. 


Once Delia ſlept, on eaſy Mols reclin'd, 
Her lovely Limbs half bare, and rude the Wind: 
ſmooth d her Coats, and ſtole a filent Kiſs. 
Condemn me, Shepherds, if I did amiſs. 


HoBBINOL, 


As Marian bath'd, by chancel paſſed by ; 
She bluſh'd, and at me caſt a ſidelong Eye: 
Then ſwift beneath the Cryſtal Wave ſhe try'd. 
Her beauteous Form, but all in vain, to hide. 


LANQUET. 


As I, to cool me, bath'd one ſultry Day, 
fond Lydia lurking in the Sedges lay. 
The Wanton laugh d, and ſeem'd in haſte to fiy; 
let often ſtopp*d, and often turn'd her Eyc. 


Hor EIN OI. 


When firſt I law, would I had never ſeen, 
Toung Lyſer lead the Dance on yonder Green; 
Intent upon her Beauties as ſhe mov'd, 
bor, heedleſs Wretch. at una wares Lloyd. 


L a x- 
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74 
LAN du EI. 


When Lucy decks with Flow'rs her {welling Breaft, 
And on her Elbow leans, diſſembling Reſt ; 
Unable to refrain my madding Mind, 
Nor Sheep nor Paſture worth my Care I find, 


HoB B1NOL. 


Come Roſalind, O come! For, without thee, 
What Pleaſure can the Country have for me ? 
Come Roſalind, O come] My brinded Kine, 
My ſnowy Sheep, My Farm and all is thine. 


LanQueEr. 


Come Roſalind, O come! Here ſhady Bow'rs, 
Here are cool Fountains, and here ſpringing Flow'rs, 
Come Roſalind; here ever let us ſtay, 

And ſweetly waſte our live long Time away. 


HoBEBINOL. 


In vain the Seaſons of the Moon I know, 
The Force ef Healing Herbs, and where they grow: 
There is no Herb, no Seaſon, may remove 
From my fond Heart the racking Pains of Loye, 


LANQUET. 


W har profits me, that I in Charms have Skill, 
And Ghoſts and Goblins order as I will; 
Vet have, with all my Charms, no Pow'r to lay 


The Sprite, chat breaks my Quiet Night and Day. 


Ho! 


OW : 


Ho! 
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HoBB1NOL, 


O chat like Colin I had Skill in Rhymes: 
To purchaſe Credit with ſucceeding Times! 
Sweet Colin Clout / who never yer had Peer, 
Who ſung thro all the Seaſons of the Year. 


LANQUET. 


Let me like Wrenock ſing; his Voice had Pow'r, 
Tofree the clipſing Moon at Midnight Hour: 
And, as he ſung, the Tairies, with their Queen, 
ln Mantles Blue came tripping o'er the Green. 


GERON. 


Here end your pleaſing Strife. Both Victors are; 
And Both with Colin may in Rhyme compare. 
A Boxen Haut-Boy, loud, and ſweet of Sound, 
All varniſh'd, and with brazen Ringlets bound, 
To Both I give, A mizling Miſt deſcends 
Adown that ſteepy Rock : And this way tends 
Yon diſtant Rain. Shore-ward the Veſſels ſtrive ; 
And, ſee, the Boys their Flocks to ſhelter drive. 


7). 
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